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	Streetcleaners

Author's Note: This is a story about superheroes that I published on Deviantart. It is a parody of Avengers, the Marvel Cinematic universe in general, Bronies, Internet culture and Fanfiction. If i'm told to take it down, I will. What I want to do is post it here and see what the general reaction to it is. If it's a positive reaction, then I will either publish a second version of this story that is edited to feature Avengers characters, or publish a second part to this story detailing the Avengers place in the background while the events in the story are taking place.

Prologue

Sometimes I like to believe that I'm living inside of some sort of virtual reality program. I like to imagine that somewhere in the real world I'm a normal human being who is playing a virtual reality video game and at some point I became so immersed that I forgot who I was. I like to imagine that at some point the game's programmer became bored with watching people kill each other with guns and decided it would provide more entertainment if he watched them kill each other by breaking the laws of the universe. I like to think that somewhere he's watching my best friend murder an innocent civilian by shooting lightning out of his hands and laughing along with his sociopathic friends.

I don't remember a time when freaks like me didn't exist, none of us freaks do. The first reported instance of a freak being born was a number of years ago when a mother posted photos on Facebook of her newborn baby who had been born with a tail. As the baby grew, fur started appearing on his body and his ears started to resemble the ears of a wolf. The child became a social media phenomenon, and as other similar children started appearing they were seen as a scientific mystery that needed to be solved.

Then a child was born with the ability to transform all of his parent's bones into water and suddenly the world's attitude changed from fascination to fear. This fear only worsened when the furry wolf-eared child cannibalized his parents one night after having a temper tantrum. People became terrified of the freaks as more and more deadly children came into existence. The body count started to rise as unsuspecting parents were murdered by a seemingly new race of humanity. The freaks were quickly seen as a threat that needed to be suppressed.

The countries of the world decided that it would be best to contain these 'freaks', as the people on social media websites called them. Schools that resembled prisons were created to house and educate the freaks in order to use their abilities to aid humanity. Freaks were seen as assets that needed to be controlled before they could be integrated into human society. Any freak that disobeyed and refused to be contained within such an institution was considered to be breaking the law, which was a crime punishable by death.

The world initially used human policemen to capture disobedient freaks and escort them to where they would be executed. However, once it became apparent that sending a human police officer to escort a freak with the ability to electrocute a human by twitching his finger might be a bad idea, humans decided to take a different approach.

They offered the reformed freaks the opportunity to use their abilities to eliminate all of the freaks that were seen as a threat. They offered the new race of humanity a chance to serve the humans that feared them by murdering their own kind. Any freak within captivity that resisted the offer was immediately euthanized, and any freak that accepted the offer was sent into the world to hunt and kill the targets assigned to them.

Social media named these freaks 'Streetcleaners', because in their eyes these freaks cleansed the streets of the filth that normal humans weren't able to remove. I was given the offer to be trained to be a Streetcleaner when I was 6 years old, along with my little brother Peter and my friend Chris. We refused and we were taken away to be euthanized. I cried along with my brother as we were led towards the room that would fill with a poisonous gas and kill all of the disobedient freaks inside.

I was saved though, as I closed my eyes and waited for death a bomb detonated and one of the walls of the room collapsed. A helicopter was waiting for us near the wall that had been destroyed, driven by a man who asked us to call him 'Professor'. We all boarded the helicopter and travelled with our fellow freaks towards a city in Alberta. We stayed at a hotel, hiding our deformities while our savior made promises to protect us. We stayed in the hotel for close to a month while Professor attempted to save other freaks that were trapped in other institutions. Once Professor had rescued another child he made arrangements for us to move into a house where everything would be paid for by our savior, as well as a group of activists who were fighting for our non-existent rights.

Eventually me, my brother, and Chris became friends with the other freak who had been rescued by our savior. Professor introduced us to superhero comic books, as well as superhero movies, and we started to associate our situation with the struggles faced by our favorite superheroes. We started looking upon the names given to us by the humans we now disliked with disdain and we decided to choose new names for ourselves. We started to imagine ourselves as superheroes that should have been fighting super villains, rather than oppressed freaks that were misunderstood by the general public.

We were hated by most of humanity, we were forced into hiding our true selves and we were angry. We were united in our anger, and through our struggle our bond became stronger. It didn't matter what the rest of the world believed, in our story we were the heroes and they were the villains. It was us versus them from the second we were born into this world

Chapter 1

"Auntie." I yelled as I knocked upon the door of my aunt's house, smearing the door with the blood on my hands as I did so. I shivered involuntarily as the wind blew against the thin material of my pajamas as I waited for my aunt to answer the door. I heard noises in the house that indicated that my aunt was waking up and walking towards the door, so I waited.

I turned my head towards the path in the snow that I had taken as I walked towards my aunt's house. Every step I took was red because of the blood that remained on my shoes as I walked. The dead bodies on the sidewalk served as a reminder of the monster that I had become. I sobbed as I remembered the innocent people who had been out on a nighttime stroll who had the misfortune of crossing my path.

I collapsed on the ground as tears started to fill my eyes as images of my father and my sister dying in front of me flashed into my mind. Their screams continually echoing within my head as they suffered before death claimed them. I knew that I couldn't save them, I couldn't save anyone, and everyone who crossed my path seemed destined to die.

I sobbed as I stood up and knocked on the door of my aunt's house a second time. This time I didn't hear the sound of footsteps within the house. Instead, I heard the sound of a woman screaming.

"Oh no." I whimpered as I realized that my aunt was probably suffering just like my sister had suffered. I sobbed as I realized that eventually she would stop screaming and I would hear a final popping noise as her body went limp within the house.

Her death would be my fault, just like all of the other people. I whimpered as I realized that, whether I wanted it or not, I had turned into a monster.

"Sister, can you sleep with me tonight?" Lucy asked me as I tucked her in. Lucy was my sister, and I loved her dearly. Our parents weren't around most of the time, usually they were away on a vacation in a sunny place far away from our home. As a result, I have to take care of my sister.

I have help of course, I just don't have very much help. Twice a week a strange girl will visit us and make sure that we're alright. She claims that she is a friend of our parents, she also claims that our parents give her the money that she gives to me so that I can take care of my beloved sister. She doesn't appear to be much older than me though, and Lucy claims that we have a very similar appearance.

"I feel so cold when I sleep by myself. I always feel warmer when you're close to me." Lucy said with a blush on her face as she appeared to attempt to cover her face with the blanket on her bed.

"You don't have to sleep with me if you don't want to." My eight-year-old sister said as she attempted to avoid my gaze as she hid herself under her blanket. I smiled at her before I lifted up a corner of her blanket and joined my sister under the covers.

"Goodnight sister, I hope you have sweet dreams." I whispered to my sister before I gave her a kiss on her forehead, which caused her to blush.

"Thank you." Lucy said quietly, as her eyes closed and she allowed sleep to claim her body.

Titan was a normal looking freak with short brown hair. His best friend Neon was a normal looking female freak with white hair. The two of them went to a normal looking school and did their best to hide their abilities from their classmates and their parents. Although they suspected that their parents were already aware of their abilities.

Titan was born with skin that was extremely difficult to damage and superhuman strength that surpassed pretty much any member of the human race. Neon had the ability to move objects with her mind, as well as the ability to see in the dark.

Their friend, a boy who would have called himself 'Reaper' if he could speak, was an orphan. His parents despised him and attempted to send him to the infamous School Number One. Neon had saved him by distracting the Streetcleaners, who had been sent to escort him to the school, so that he could escape. He had been grateful that she had saved him ever since.

Reaper's odd ability was that he could survive with any amount of his organs removed or any amount of his skin removed. All that he needed to survive were his bones, and his skin and organs would regenerate within a few days after they were removed. Neon thought his ability was strange. Titan thought it was cool.

Over the years their friendship grew and their abilities became stronger. They met another freak and created their own little group where they pretended to be superheroes. They took turns patrolling their city, searching for evildoers that they could defeat.

My name is Unimportant, or at least I think it might have been. I don't know my real name and both my parents claimed that I was Unimportant, so I guess that might have been my name.

My parents are both dead now, I liquidized their bones when I was two years old, so the name they gave me doesn't matter. The name that my new parents gave me was Agent One. So, until I decide on a new name I'll call myself Agent One.

I kill freaks for a living, and I'm pretty good at it. I love tracking down freaks and liquidizing their bones, I love seeing the fear in their eyes when they see me. I love seeing them die when I cut them open and see the blood pour out of their bodies.

At least, I think I do. Maybe I'm repulsed by it and I'd rather be bowling or playing miniature golf instead. Oddly enough, I feel the same feeling that I feel when I play miniature golf when I kill, so maybe I do feel happy. Or perhaps relaxed is the better word to describe how I feel.

Actually, that's a great word to describe how I feel when I kill, relaxed. I feel relaxed when I realize that there's one less freak running around in the world. I feel relaxed knowing that I'm doing my part to keep the streets clean. I feel relaxed knowing that I'm not the one being killed, that I'm the one doing the killing.

Chapter 2

"Why can't I wear a hairnet just one time?" I asked Chris, who had asked me to refer to him as 'Cress' when we were joined by the company of the other freaks in our little group of friends. Chris smiled as he prepared the hamburgers for the customers while I watched the fryers that cooked the fries and the various chicken products that we served. Peter, who had asked to be called 'Puppy', was working up front; taking customers orders and giving the customers their orders once we had prepared them.

"You can wear a hairnet, nobody's stopping you." Chris said with a smile as he finished preparing a chicken burger. "You just have to wear it under your hat." Chris said as he placed the chicken burger inside the chute where Peter was waiting. Peter blushed slightly as he and Chris made eye contact, before he grabbed the chicken burger and moved away from the chute. I assumed he moved to take the burger to the customer who had ordered it, and I assumed he would return fairly quickly.

I smiled as I looked at the fries he had forgotten that I had placed in the chute before proceeding to remove my hat. I stopped fairly quickly after receiving an electric shock and a stern look from my friend.

"You know you can't take off that hat when there's customers in the building." Cress said with the tone of voice that I assumed he would use to scold small children with if he ever became a teacher or a parent. I scowled at him as I brought my right hand up to scratch the top of my head.

"But it's so itchy." I whined as I started to scratch my head. It wasn't itchy; the hat was simply incredibly uncomfortable. The heat in the kitchen meant that I seemed to always feel incredibly hot due to the fur hiding beneath my uniform. The hat that I wore seemed to irritate my oddly shaped ears. My heightened senses seemed to amplify every noise and scent within the entire restaurant. To say that I didn't enjoy my job would have been an understatement. I couldn't quit though; I needed the money to continue living at the house that our savior had purchased for us. I needed to continue to work to make money so that my brother and I could continue living.

"Don't worry." Chris said with a small smile that he probably believed would defuse my annoyance at the article of clothing that I was forced to wear. "The store closes in thirty minutes, you can take off your hat then." Chris said, ignoring my glare as he moved towards the large sink to begin washing the restaurant's dirty dishes and equipment. I growled at my friend and was rewarded with a small electric shock, which caused me to jump slightly against my will. Peter snickered and I considered growling at him as well before a second electric shock convinced me otherwise.

"Don't worry about it Kevin." Alice said through her headset from the front of the store, she was presumably either sweeping or mopping the floors while Peter waited behind the restaurant's counter. It was an unofficial rule that Peter, whose canine fur was prone to shedding, was not allowed to mop the floors or cook the food in the restaurant.

"I'm not worried about it, I'm angry about it." I said using the headset as I started to walk towards the door leading into the dining area from the kitchen. "It isn't fair that I have to hide myself from regular people because they're scared of me. They're only scared because they don't understand what I am, or who I am." I said, my anger was rising as I opened the door and stepped into the dining area where a girl sat on a chair facing a table eating a burger that my friend had prepared.

"They don't understand me and they don't understand us because they ordered us to remain hidden. They don't want to understand, they just want to live their lives in ignorance and fear while we suffer!" I was yelling at this point as my anger continued to rise, I could hear the door opening as Chris stepped out from the kitchen to presumably observe what would happen. I growled as I walked towards the lone girl and moved my body so that I was facing her on the opposite side of the table.

"Do you want to understand me?" I asked her, and before I could hear her response I reached towards my head and removed my hat. I allowed her to see the part of my fur on the top of my head that I hadn't shaved off. I allowed her to study my misshapen ears, and I allowed her to feel pain when she reached out to touch my fur and I stopped her using the claws on my hands.

"Are you going to eat me?" The girl whimpered. "No." I answered as I released her from my grip with a smile on my face that I hoped came across as being insincere and at least slightly terrifying.

"Are you going to report me?" I asked before I moved my hand to gesture to my brother, who had moved from behind the counter to a position where he could watch the scene.

"Or are you going to report my brother, or my friend." I said, moving my hand to gesture towards where Chris stood at the door to the kitchen.

"Or maybe you'll report your little friend, the girl who you've talked to at school and ordered food from for the past few months in this restaurant. She's a freak too." I said to the terrified girl. My insincere smile transformed into a genuine smile as I watched a look of realization appear on the girl's face as her gaze travelled towards her friend. Alice stood with a guilty expression upon her face as her friend stared at her. Her eyes faced the floor as she attempted to avoid the gaze of the girl.

"Are you going to report us and send all of us to die?" I asked her, when she shook her head I took it as a sign of victory and I walked towards the kitchen with a pleased smile on my face. As I passed by Chris I tossed my hat onto the ground.

"Tonight my hat stays off." I said triumphantly as Chris grabbed my hand and stopped me from walking towards the station that I had abandoned.

"You realize that I'm going to have to kill her right?" Chris asked, I nodded my head in understanding as he let go of my hand and allowed me to resume working.

"Just make it quick and painless." I said as I started to make preparations to begin cleaning the grill. I didn't feel bad about the promise Chris had made to murder the supposedly innocent girl because of my impulsiveness and my temper. Chris had killed many times before and at some point the loss of human life stopped bothering me.

I looked at my claws and realized that there was a small amount of blood on them from the girl who I had threatened. If I wanted to I could have probably murdered the girl myself with my claws and then eaten her body to dispose of the evidence.

When I heard the girl scream from the dining area and I heard my brother whimper as Chris presumably used his ability to end the girl's life I covered my ears. The scream didn't have any emotional impact on me, but the volume and pitch caused my sensitive ears to feel intense pain.

Perhaps humanity was correct in assuming that we were monsters.

"Fear me!" Reaper said to the two freaks in the room as he held his hands in the air and jumped around happily to celebrate his victory. Titan glared at him as the image on the television screen served as evidence of his humiliating defeat in the cartoon fighting game. Neon chuckled at Reaper's display of happiness, as well as the decapitated bloody head of the cartoon pony on the screen.

"I hate this game." Titan muttered as Reaper continued dancing, almost knocking over a lamp and tripping over a table in the process.

"Fear me fear me fear me!" Reaper yelled happily as he sat down on the couch along with his friends in Neon's basement. Neon chuckled and Titan continued to glare at his friend. Titan was a little bit of a sore loser, which Reaper and Neon found to be amusing.

"Fear me?" Reaper asked his friends as he held his controller towards them. Neon shook her head.

"Not right now Reaper, it's getting late and I think I should probably get to sleep. I'm sure that Titan will play another match with you though." Neon said, a yawn escaped from her mouth near the end of her sentence. Titan growled.

"Of course I'll play one more match. I won't go easy on you like last time." Titan growled as he pressed the start button on his controller and selected his character, a small superhero with sunglasses and a red outfit. Reaper smiled as he selected the cartoon skeleton that he always selected.

"Fear me."

A few days ago I was given a partner, I called her Agent Two. She had the ability to transform her hands into what appeared to be steel claws. I think that she had the ability to transform her entire body, or at least her skin, into steel but the only thing I ever saw her do was use her claws.

Killing with a partner just seems weird. Why is it that every time she kills somebody she prays for the victim's soul? Why does she cry when she sees someone die? If she's remorseful then I think she's in the wrong line of work. Of course, if she were in a different line of work I'd probably kill her.

I'm already tempted to kill her already. I can't stand her remorse. It's starting to make me feel bad.

Chapter 3

I sat down on the couch in the house that belonged to a small family, who now lay dead in assorted rooms and poses within the house, and I used the family's remote to select an appropriate channel for me to watch to pass the time. Eventually I would need to leave this house and this town in order to continue my journey. The police and the Streetcleaners were both hunting me and I suspected that every move I made was being monitored by many different groups of people, but I didn't care. No amount of technology seemed to be able to kill me.

I smiled slightly as I remembered a period of time when I was younger and the police had attempted to arrest me for the murder of my family. When I started to use my power in fear, the officers who had attempted to arrest me had died before they could get close enough to detain me.

I killed a squad of policemen as well as most of the population of my hometown at a time when I was young and unable to control the curse that had been bestowed upon me. Now that I was older and my gift had been given the time it needed to develop, it was safe to say that I was probably unstoppable.

After a few minutes of searching through the channels available on the family's television I found a channel that was broadcasting cartoons. I smiled as I laid the remote beside me on the sofa and started to relax and enjoy the animated entertainment. Sometimes it was nice to retreat into an animated world where everything works out for the main characters and nobody ever seems to die.

"I've found one!" A voice exclaimed excitedly from the phone owned by Titan. The voice was from a freak who had named himself Eagle because of his wings that he kept hidden and his beak, which he had a much harder time keeping hidden. Titan looked at his phone in shock for a brief moment before speaking.

"What do you mean by that?" The boy asked, and the voice laughed.

"An actual supervillain. I was eating some chicken after a night patrolling some of the towns outside of Edmonton and I saw an actual supervillain committing an actual crime." Eagle said excitedly, and Titan found himself getting a little excited at the idea of fighting an actual superpowered villain. Most of the people he fought were simple criminals who posed no actual threat to him.

"What happened exactly? What did he do?" Titan asked, the boy started laughing hysterically.

"You should have seen this guy, he's amazing, just what we've been waiting for." Eagle said excitedly from wherever he was making the call from.

"He stepped out from the kitchen and calmly walked up to this girl who was eating her food. Then he electrocuted her! It was like a mini light show in the restaurant and it was awesome!" Eagle started raising his voice as he found it difficult to contain his excitement. Titan admittedly found the idea of a freak with the power to wield electricity and use it as a weapon intriguing.

"You'd better hurry if you want to see this guy. I'm already at your door and ready to give you a ride." Eagle said and the sound of a doorbell was heard from my phone.

"I'm actually at Neon's house right now."

I've been asked a few times by Agent Two within the last few days if there was anyone who I would regret killing. I always told her that I wouldn't regret killing anyone, but that was a lie. There were two freaks who I wouldn't enjoy killing and that I might regret killing afterwards.

One was my half brother, who was born some time after my idiot father raped a girl while she slept in her home. The poor girl had no idea that she had been raped, and she had assumed that the baby forming inside of her was created with her husband's sperm. The other freak was my sister, who had fins and gills. I purposefully stayed away from the area where I knew that they lived and tried my best to discourage other Streetcleaners from targeting them. My brother could take care of himself, but my sister was too weak to defend herself from any Streetcleaner. Even the Streetcleaner we nicknamed Teddy Hands could probably kill her, which was why I killed him when he tried to kill her.

I'm just a sentimental freak I suppose.

Chapter 4

Nights like these were always difficult for my little brother. After Chris would kill someone to protect us he would leave to dispose of the body and refuse to allow any of us to accompany him. Peter would stay up late sitting on the couch staring at the television set in our living room waiting for our friend to return. Alice would attempt to reassure herself that Chris had done the right thing, that he only wanted to protect her and that he wouldn't have killed without provocation. After a few minutes of thinking to herself she would give Peter a gentle hug before walking up the stairs towards her room, then she would fall asleep. She would later use the energy from her good night's sleep to scream at Chris for ending a human's life the next day.

I usually spent nights like these the way I spent most of my other nights. I would sit down on one of the couches in our savior's basement with the other inhabitants of our house. We would turn on the television and take turns playing some of our favorite games on the Xbox 360 that our savior had bought for us.

The three other inhabitants of our house were a group of brothers who had never been given conventional names. Their mother gave birth to them and discovered that they were freaks. Rather than put them up for adoption, or allowing the government to deal with them, she decided to raise them by herself.

She locked them in her basement and refused to allow them to see the light of day. She taught them to hate the human race and she taught them that their powers made them superior to the people who abused them and used them as slaves. She believed that one day they would either kill her, or she would feel pity for them and release them from captivity. She wanted them released into the world to bring destruction upon humanity at some point in time. The brothers said that they believed that she had been abused at some point and wanted humanity to pay for her suffering. I personally think that she was misanthropic.

About two years after I was rescued, along with my friend and the only family I've ever known, our savior had discovered them. Our savior rescued them from their mother and brought them to our safe house. When he brought them here and tucked the children into the beds that he had purchased he believed that I was asleep. He didn't know that I saw his bloodstained clothes, and none of the brothers knew that I saw the looks of terror upon their faces. They didn't know that I heard the pitiful cries for their mother that they made as they attempted to sleep.

"You know, last night I heard Puppy panting in his room." Jester, the youngest of the three brothers said with a smile as he watched a soldier's head explode on the television screen. "I didn't want to walk into the room and disturb him, so I decided it would be better to read his mind and see if he was okay." Jester continued to speak as his eyes remained fixated on the television screen; he didn't seem to care about the rest of us in the room with him despite presumably speaking to us.

"Was he thinking about Cress?" Nihilist, the oldest of the three brothers asked his brother, who answered him with a simple nod of his head as he continued watching the screen. Nihilist chuckled to himself. It was common knowledge around the house that no matter how subtle Peter believed he was being about his attraction to my best friend, everybody in the house and at school knew about his desire for a romantic relationship with Chris.

"I wonder how he'd feel if Puppet King controlled Cress's mind when he gets home and sent him to his room to give him a surprise visit." Jester said as he held one of the controllers in his hand and stared at the television screen. "Would he freeze up at the opportunity to have his beloved Cress in his room with him for the entire night to do whatever he pleases. Or would we get the opportunity to see a much more perverse side of our little dog." My face remained neutral as I sat on the end of one of the two sofas in the room and waited for my turn to play the game. I had lived with the brothers long enough to know that they wanted to provoke me into giving them a suitable reaction. They wanted to see me feeling uncomfortable as I thought about my brother in a sexual situation with my friend. If I didn't give them a reaction their attention would soon wander to another topic.

"I imagine school is going to be fun tomorrow." Nihilist said with a smile. "Every time someone goes missing people always assume that it's because a freak did something to them. It's discrimination."

"It's true though." I said to my friend. "Most of the time when something bad happens it's because of freaks like us. The normal people are too afraid to do anything anymore. The rapists don't want to rape anyone because they're afraid that their victims will burn them alive. The serial killers don't want to kill anyone because they're afraid that they'll be eaten alive." I shook my head slightly as my friends who weren't focusing their attention on the television screen studied my facial expression as they presumably listened to my words.

"If we didn't kill somebody tonight." Jester said with a smile. "Then I'd say that our species might be the key to achieving world peace. If those pesky humans weren't around we'd create the perfect society."

"Do you think that Jester remembers that night all those years ago?" The freak with the power to wield electricity as a weapon said to a second freak as they stood in a junkyard after having freshly buried a body. I could see the other freak shrug his shoulders as me and Eagle watched unseen from our hiding place near a pile of old dishwashers.

"He might not remember, but I guarantee he's read our minds and is aware of the night." The freak said to his friend.

"As long as he doesn't have the nightmares I have then I think he'll be fine." The electricity-wielding freak said. His exposed veins glowed in the night and I could see sparks jumping off of his body. I almost felt ashamed of myself for feeling as excited as I was. Whoever this freak was, he was certainly powerful.

"He has enough nightmares to worry about." The second freak said, before he pointed to the dishwashers where Eagle and me were hiding.

"There's two freaks right there who have been following us since we left town." The freak said to his friend. A smile formed on the electric freak's face as he stared at our hiding place. I could sense that Eagle was shivering with either fear or excitement, most likely fear.

"I know. They look young, so maybe we should let them live. They are freaks after all." The electric freak said as he started walking towards the black car that he and his friend had used to drive to this place.

"They don't look like much fun anyway." The freak said as he walked towards the car and opened the back door. I growled and immediately attempted to charge towards the freaks to show them how much 'fun' me and my friend could be. Instead, I found myself frozen in place and unable to stop the freaks from driving away in their car.

I never liked Martin. He always assumed that he was the best Streetcleaner in the organization. He assumed that because he received awards, was showered with praise from his superiors, and killed more than a few freaks, that he was better than all of his fellow Streetcleaners. What he didn't realize was that we all received the same treatment, and he was given a lot of easy targets that no one else wanted.

He was a good Streetcleaner in his own way I suppose, and he was respected by a lot of younger Streetcleaners, but he was not popular with any of us older Streetcleaners. I couldn't respect a Streetcleaner who bragged about murdering an eight-year-old freak with the ability to bring life to plush toys after I killed a Streetcleaner with the ability to spit acid into my face.

Actually, that might have been a bad example. There aren't a lot of truly deadly freaks alive anymore who aren't Streetcleaners. My brother is pretty deadly, as are his friends, but I made it clear to a lot of Streetcleaners that if they attack them either I will kill them or they will kill them.

I suppose the reason why I hate Martin so much is because he usually disobeys me. I have a feeling that he's going to disobey me when I tell him not to attack my brother, which is why I haven't told him about my brother or my sister.

"Alison, Mike. Come here for a moment." Dad called us into the dining room. We both immediately moved towards the dining room like obedient little servants. Once I walked into the room I felt a strange feeling, I felt like I had just walked into a room where an evil being existed.

"This little guy calls himself Puppet King. He's going to be staying with us for a little while. I want you too to be extra nice to him while he's here." My father told us when he introduced us to the boy who's head and body was mostly covered with a blanket.

"Mommy is dead…" The boy whimpered underneath the blanket. Dad gently patted him on his head.

"You'll be alright. If you aren't alright when Joe comes to get you in a few weeks, then I won't get paid." Dad chuckled slightly and a small smile formed on his face. That smile disappeared when the boy removed the part of his blanket that covered his head and glared at my Dad.

"Are you going to use me like my mother did?" The boy asked, Dad's face turned white immediately as he stared at the boy. It was obvious to me and my brother that my Dad was terrified of this boy for some reason.

"I'm not going to use you. I just want to take care of you, Joe said that you're not well enough to go to your new home yet."

"So I'm sick? Is that what you're saying?" The boy stared at my Dad who appeared to be sweating a little at the moment.

"You're not sick. You're exactly how God made you."

"God made me a freak because he hates me. He made those two normal because he loves them. How can I respect a deity that shows favoritism?" The boy asked my Dad before he turned to face me and my brother.

"Make me a plate of cookies." The boy commanded. Surprisingly I saw my brother's body move towards the kitchen cupboard to start gathering the ingredients to presumably prepare a batch of cookies.

"You can do whatever you want. Just please don't hurt us." Dad said to the boy, who's face showcased very little hints that he was feeling any emotion. Which was strange, because his voice and his actions indicated that he was probably very sad as well as angry.

"I can do whatever I want. I can make anyone do whatever I tell them to. I am Puppet King, the destined ruler of the world." The boy said, and my ears perked up as soon as he said those words.

"Did you say that you can make people do whatever you want?"

Chapter 5

My name is Amy, and at the moment I'm 15 years old. When I was born I looked like a normal baby girl and I sounded like a normal baby girl. At the time doctors were required to report 'freak' status if they had a reason to suspect that a newborn child was a freak. Because I looked normal I was never reported and I was able to live a normal life.

When my parents took me home they cared for me as any normal parents would care for a normal baby. They fed me, they clothed me, they sheltered me and they loved me.

Then a few days later a strange growth started growing on my back and my parents suspected that their perfect little baby girl might not have been as perfect as they believed. When feathers started appearing and the growth continued to grow they realized that their daughter was a freak of nature. I was a creature who would eventually be given the choice to either allow myself to be killed, or to kill strangers in exchange for safety and money.

My parents decided that they couldn't allow the world to know that I was a freak. Instead of reporting me they convinced a doctor to perform surgery on me to remove my wings. For some reason my wings continued to grow back every time they were removed, so once every year my parents allow me to spend the night at doctor Kimble's house so that he can remove my wings. I've never allowed anyone aside from my family and doctor Kimble to see the scars on my back.

I isolated myself from the other kids in my school. I've always felt that because I was a freak that I didn't fit in with the other kids. When they played games on the playground I never played with them, when they invited me to birthday parties I would ignore their invitations. When the boys discovered the Internet and started to become curious about sex as well as romance, I distanced myself from them a little more. Sometimes I think that I would have acted the same way around the other children even if I hadn't been born with wings.

The only person I seem to communicate with outside of my family is Miss Roberts, my Social Studies teacher. We started talking one day after class when I was sitting alone with my back against one of the walls of the school eating a sandwich that my mother had made for me. She cut the crusts off the sandwich and used a generous amount of jam to make up for the lack of peanut butter. Miss Roberts sat beside me during lunch with her own meal, which I think was a bowl of microwaved noodles. We talked throughout the lunch break before the bell rang and we went our separate ways. It was the first full conversation I'd had with anybody who wasn't a family member in years, and the first time that I remember that somebody who wasn't my mom or my dad complimented me. It made the entire day worthwhile.

The next day when she placed a gold colored star sticker on the essay that I had written, I was ecstatic. I saved the essay in my backpack and when I got home I begged my mother to let me pin it to the fridge with a magnet. I wanted to see the beautiful golden star every time that I opened the fridge. Every time I made myself a plate of milk and cookies I wanted to think about her.

I suppose the moment that I realized that I was falling in love with my teacher was the moment in which I started comparing the way I felt about her to the way that I felt about milk and cookies.

"I could have taken them down and forced them to never kill anyone again." Titan whined at one of the tables in the school as he ate his lunch along with his friends. Reaper was eating a happy meal from McDonalds that Neon's mother had bought for him as a special treat for his lunch. Eagle was eating a cheese sandwich and Neon was eating an assortment of fruit that she had packed earlier that day. Titan was eating an assortment of candies that he had purchased from the vending machine at school.

"We know, you've told us a few times." Neon said with a smile on her face as she turned to Reaper who nodded his head in agreement.

"Fear me." Reaper said with a smile. Titan growled in annoyance.

"Mock me all you like, but I could have taken them down. If I hadn't frozen up like that…" Titan shivered as he remembered how helpless he had been against the freaks.

"It was like he was controlling us, forcing us not to attack…" Eagle whimpered. "I've never seen a freak that was able to do something like that, or a freak that was able to use electricity like that." Eagle shivered as he thought of the person that had been killed by the freak that he had followed the previous night.

"I think we're out of our league against these guys. Maybe we need to find a villain who's on our level." Eagle said to Titan, who looked as if steam was emanating from his ears as he slammed his fist on the metal table, causing a large dent to appear and making a loud noise that attracted the attention of everyone in the cafeteria.

"No." Titan said quietly with an icy tone to his voice, fully aware of the people who were attempting to listen to his words.

"We can't let them get away with what they did. We can't let them beat us." Titan continued to speak, and his group of friends struggled to listen.

"Fear me." Reaper said quietly, as he played with the plastic toy skeleton that was in his paper bag along with his food.

I met Professor today. He told me that he knew where my brother was because he had released him. He claimed that my brother was sending him money, and that he was using the money sent to him to pay for his home. He was paying for his electricity, his water, his shelter and whatever else he could. He was putting quite a bit of money in his pocket, but he was allowing my brother to have a warm place to live.

He told me that his organization has a lot of houses where freaks live, and most of them use a similar system. The caretaker takes the freak's hard-earned money, pays for their housing and keeps whatever remains of the money given to them.

I met him by accident when I was sent to his home to kill a freak with the ability to create fire. I knocked on the door, Professor answered and told me that I looked exactly like my brother. He invited me inside and a few minutes later we were drinking freshly made tea. The experience was strange because the tea had been prepared by a talking stuffed animal that Professor claimed was owned by the freak that I had been sent to kill.

I told him about my brother, he told me about his experience with my brother and then claimed that my brother didn't want to see him. He claimed that he and my brother got into a fight. Now whenever he visits him my brother threatens to kill him.

I left the house and he claimed that I was always welcome within the house if I wanted to talk to him. I decided to allow the freak living in the house to continue to live and I informed the Streetcleaners that I knew would listen to me that he was under my protection.

Maybe I'm like a banana and I'm getting softer as I grow older. Or maybe I liked spending time in the house with the person who saved my brother and continues to care for him. Either way, I'm planning on returning to the house for a cup of tea every Tuesday afternoon. Although, I might ask for coffee instead of tea.

Chapter 6

The name that my mother gave me before she locked me in her basement for years along with my brothers was Jester. She claimed that it would be my name when I grew up to be a supervillain and used my ability to eliminate the race of humanity that was terrified of me. Her idea of a perfect future was one where I murdered her and then murdered every member of the human race

When I'm at school I go by the name of Jack. My ability to listen to the thoughts of other people is often mislabeled as mind reading. I've always hated that term because listening to the thoughts of people is very different from reading them. I've told my friends and my brothers that I can pick and choose which thoughts I listen to when the truth is that I can't. Every mind within a short distance from mine broadcasts their thoughts so that I can hear them every second of every day. The fact that I haven't gone insane because of the constant stream of meaningless chatter in my head is some sort of miracle. When I walk through the hallways at school I hear the chatter, when I work I hear the chatter, and when I sleep I can see the dreams that the freaks in the house that I live in are experiencing.

I would love to experience a dream that I could call my own at least once in my life. I sometimes attempt to fantasize about what my own personal dream would look like, but I can't fantasize because the chatter always interrupts my thoughts. Sometimes I dream about committing a crime that is so terrible that I'm either killed as a punishment, or sent somewhere where there's nothing alive for miles around. Maybe my dream would involve me in a quiet place enjoying a few moments of precious silence.

The egos of the students in my school irritate me. I listen to the students who think that they are smarter than their parents and teachers because they are able to hide their drug use. I listen to them congratulate themselves on coming up with an excuse as to why they couldn't complete their homework assignments when the truth was that they wasted their entire night either partying or having sexual intercourse with another student. I listen to their teacher's thoughts as they doubt the excuses.

I had sex once with a female student, and it almost killed me. Puppet King, my brother, used his ability to control the mind of a female student who I was interested in. He controlled her mind and allowed me to lead her to one of the bathroom stalls in the school. I locked the door and took off my pants as my brother forced her to remove her own pants. We proceeded to have sex within the bathroom stall, yet I was only able to last a few seconds before I pushed her away. The monotonous chatter was already more than enough for my mind to process; the excited emotional chatter from a human pressed against my body was more than I could stand. The teachers found me sobbing quietly on the floor of the bathroom with my pants a few meters away as the girl stroked my hair and assured me that everything was going to be okay. I never asked if my brother forced her to comfort me or if she did so of her own free will.

I used to smoke marijuana because I found that it helped me cope with the chatter. It didn't make the chatter stop, it just made it easier to cope with. I soon grew addicted to the plant. I stopped one night after I went to a party hosted by a boy from school.

The party started out simple enough, I went to the basement immediately and joined the other stoners from school as they passed around a joint. The boy's father joined us as we smoked and after a few drinks he started flirting with most of the young girls at the party. I could tell from his thoughts that he believed that because he participated in the party hosted by his son that he was accepted by the teenagers at the party as one of their own. He believed that there was nothing wrong with being unemployed and forcing his son to work at a low-paying job to pay his bills. He believed that he had nothing to be ashamed of.

His wife, who was also at the party, believed that marrying the man who was twenty years older than her and unemployed was a mistake. She believed that the mistake provided life experience that was invaluable in writing her novel. She believed that if she wrote a book that was published and that became popular, that she would be able to escape from her life. She believed that her wasted years would return to her if she had enough money and fame.

I looked at the people at the party and then I looked at the parents of the boy who hosted the party. I realized that I didn't have a place within the group of people who fought their depression with drugs and alcohol. I decided to stop ignoring my depression, and I stopped smoking marijuana so that I could experience it fully. One day I will overcome my disadvantage; I will cope with the chatter on my own and become a stronger person for it. I will find a way to cope with the chatter in my mind, someday.

"Just remain calm and order a burger, I'll talk to whoever's working up front." Titan said as me, Reaper and Eagle followed behind him as we walked to the front door of the restaurant. I didn't like the idea of walking into a restaurant where a dangerous freak might be working, but somehow Titan convinced me to go with him.

"Fear me?" Reaper asked as Titan held the door open for us to walk through. My friend sighed as we walked through the door.

"Yes, you can order chicken if you like." Titan said and Reaper immediately ran excitedly to where the cashier was waiting patiently to take his order. I smiled, Reaper acted like a child most of the time and he usually made me smile. I suppose the reason why I liked being with him was because I found it hard to feel sad or angry when I was around him.

"Fear me! Fear me! Fear me!" Reaper shouted excitedly as he pointed at the menu board behind the cashier. The poor girl stared at him in confusion before turning her gaze from my friend to the rest of our little group.

"Is he alright?" The girl asked, and I nodded. People were always confused by Reaper's speech when they first met him.

"He's alright, he's just a special little guy." I said with a smile on my face as I walked up to the cashier, Titan and Eagle followed me.

"I'd like a cheeseburger and my little friend would like a chicken burger." I said to the cashier, who typed my order into the cash register's computer.

"Any fries or drinks with those?" The girl asked, I turned to Reaper who nodded his head. I suppose I've been around him long enough to know exactly what he meant at all times, which may have been a good thing or a bad thing.

"He would like fries and a root beer. I'm fine with just the burger." I said to the girl, before I grabbed Reaper's hand and started leading him towards an unoccupied table in the restaurant.

"Those two will pay for our food. I also believe that they have some questions they want to ask." I said to the girl, who sighed immediately afterwards.

"Are the questions going to be about Chris or…" She paused for a moment.

"Whatever name Puppet King decided to call himself. Jeremy I think."

"No, I think he's calling himself Patrick, or Pegasus. He doesn't tell me anything so I really don't know." A voice said from the kitchen, but I couldn't see who it was.

"Thank you Kevin. Have you cleaned up Steve's blood yet?" The girl said. I noticed Titan and Eagle were looking into the kitchen at this point.

"Most of it. How long until Nihilist gets here?" The voice said from the kitchen, the girl shrugged her shoulders.

"You know him, he said he'd be here in 15 minutes so he'll probably be here within the next hour. Conveniently, right when we close the store." The girl said, and I heard the voice swear from the kitchen.

"Did you just say that a villain will be here when the store closes, and that you have an injured man in the kitchen?" Titan asked, the girl shook her head.

"For the record, I can see that boy's wings so I'm going to guess that you're all freaks. If I didn't think that you were freaks I wouldn't be telling you anything." The girl said to the boys, before she turned around and started to place the food that was in the chute on a metal tray.

"Peter's working tonight, so Chris will be coming to walk him home. Nihilist will be here to repair Steve. Puppet King might walk with Chris. He's about as close to Puppet King as you can be with a crazy psychopath." The girl finished loading the food onto the tray and started to bring the tray of food over to me and Reaper.

"I don't know what your powers are. I don't know how strong you think you are, but I don't think that you are powerful enough to kill Chris, Puppet King or any of his brothers. Maybe you could kill Kevin or Peter, but all you'd achieve by doing that is making Chris very angry." The girl laid the tray on our table before she walked back to the counter.

"How will you be paying for your friend's meals?" The girl asked, Eagle immediately pulled out a twenty-dollar bill from his pocket.

"With cash. Titan can use the change to buy something, I'm not that hungry."

I saw a group of freaks today asking about my brother. I considered paying him a visit to tell him about them, but then I decided not to. I wasn't sure how he would react to finding out about me.

I had been following this particular group of freaks for a while now. For the most part they had slipped under the radar of the other Streetcleaners, who generally avoided the area because it was in the same area where my sister lived. Every once in a while a low-level Streetcleaner would appear and receive a beating from the freak with superhuman strength. Afterwards the Streetcleaner would usually run home to nurse his or her wounds.

I let them live because I find them amusing, but if they cause any trouble for my brother I will make sure that they understand the consequences. I won't kill them, that would feel too much like work. Instead I will take a few lessons from Puppet King, one of my brother's friends, and play with them. After a few sessions of play I am sure that they won't bother my brother again.

My brother can take care of himself, but I still feel the need to protect him. I'm just too much of a nice guy

"Why do you love this girl?" Puppet King asked me as we sat together on my bed in my room. I looked down at the floor in embarrassment, Puppet King stared at me as he bit into one of the cookies that Mike had prepared for him. Mike was downstairs washing Puppet King's blanket, while Dad was currently driving towards the city to buy burgers and some movies to keep Puppet King entertained.

"She's rich, she's beautiful, and she's the only girl at school who likes girls the way that I do." I said to the boy with a smile as I thought about Cyndy.

"You think that she likes girls?" Puppet King asked, and I nodded my head.

"Of course she does, she has to. She kissed her sister once." I said to Puppet King, who nodded his head. It was difficult to determine what he was thinking at the moment.

"I'm pretty sure that I can make her fall in love with you. But I would like to know what you would do for me in return." Puppet King asked me, I sighed heavily before I started to remove my shirt. I had done this before, when I wanted money for a doll when I was around six years old I asked my brother for the money. He told me that he would give me the money that I needed if I gave him my virginity. Since then, whenever I wanted my dad or my brother to do something for me, all that I had to do was let them use my body for a little while.

"What are you doing?" Puppet King asked as I finished removing my shirt and had begun to remove my pants. I looked at him in confusion.

"Isn't this what you want?" I asked the boy, I assumed that he wanted to have sex with me. All men did, except for the ones who liked other men.

"What I want is some playmates. What I want is someone that will watch cartoons with me. What I want is a group of friends that will help me celebrate my birthday." Puppet King looked at me with a strangely vulnerable expression on his face, he actually looked fairly cute.

"When is your birthday?" I asked the boy, and I saw him smile for the first time.

"In three days. I love my birthday, every year mommy would take me out of the basement and me and her would bowl together. Then we would eat cake and pizza together. She would even give me a present." Puppet King said with a smile as he reached into his pocket and pulled out a tiny stuffed bear.

"She gave me Mister Bear on my birthday."

Chapter 7

My name is Peter Wright, but most of my friends call me Puppy. Some of them call me that name because of my strange ears, my tail, and the fur that grows all over my body. Some of them call me that name because of the way I feel about Chris. Some people call what we have 'puppy love'. I love him, that much is true, but what breaks my heart is that for the longest time I thought that he didn't love me back.

Chris has never been the type of person to display too many emotions beyond anger, annoyance, depression or disappointment. He spent most of his life protecting me and my brother from the Streetcleaners, as well as the humans that search for us and seek to kill us for the crime of existing. When a human suspects us of being freaks he kills them and disposes of the body like a gardener would dispose of a weed. He's killed so many people that the loss of a human life doesn't seem to bother him anymore.

On the rare occasions when he encounters a Streetcleaner the battle is usually extremely brief. Most Streetcleaners are powerless against Chris and his ability to control a type of electricity that seems to exist within his body. When a Streetcleaner attacks him he raises his hand and sends a bolt of electricity towards them that kills them almost instantly. On rare occasions the Streetcleaners are a little more dangerous, but Chris always seems to win the battle and the unfortunate Streetcleaner who challenged him almost always ends up dead.

I suppose the power that Chris holds within his body was what initially attracted me to him. I suppose a part of my mutation has caused me to seek out the alpha male as a mate, and in our 'pack' it was obvious that Chris was the alpha male. Although it could be argued that Puppet King was the true alpha male. I told him that I was attracted to him and I asked him out on a date. To my dismay he said no and continued working. The customers at the restaurant offered me sympathy.

After a few months of trying to get Chris to begin a relationship with me I decided to focus my attention on finding a different mate. I discovered a website that hosted classified ads and I answered one from a young teenage boy in my town who sought a relationship with a freak like me. He thought that my species was sexy and his fantasy was to be loved by a freak like me.

I went to his house after school and we hung out for a few hours. There was definitely a friendly chemistry between us, but I found that I wasn't attracted to him in the same way that I was attracted to Chris. During the next two weeks I started spending more time with him and we seemed to get closer.

Then one night when we were playing video games at his house he paused the game. Before I was aware of what was happening he pinned me to the couch with his body and kissed me. He asked me if I was ready to lose my virginity to him and I nodded my head without much thought. He claimed that his fantasy was about to become a reality and then he proceeded to unzip his pants as he prepared to remove them. Even though I nodded my head and gave him my consent, I was already starting to question my decision. I wasn't sure if I was ready for my first sexual experience.

Then the door opened and we both turned our heads to see Chris standing in the doorway. His expression was angry and the electricity being emitted from his body seemed to dance around the room. He walked up to the boy on top of me and lifted him off. He pinned the boy to the wall of his room and threatened him. He claimed that he was willing to allow the boy to remain my friend, but that if he ever tried to claim my virginity he would kill him like he had killed so many others before. The boy whimpered as urine dripped down his leg, before he nodded his head and Chris allowed him to drop to the floor.

When I asked Chris later that night why he did what he did he claimed the reason was because he loved me and that he was jealous of the boy. I smiled at him, before I leaned towards him and gave him a kiss on his lips.

Once I kissed him my lips became numb and my heart started to race as I felt a bolt of electricity surge through my body. I leapt backwards and Chris stared at me with a look of genuine sadness in his eyes. It was at that moment that I understood why Chris rejected me all those months ago

That was the night in which I vowed to save my body for my friend. Right now we were hunted and he needed to sacrifice his time to keep us safe, so he didn't have any time to spend on making me happy. Right now he was only starting to be able to control his power, so he couldn't risk allowing his power to hurt me.

But someday we would be safe, and someday he would have complete control over his power. When that day comes then I will thank him for his years of protection and we'll make up for the happy times we never had the chance to have. I blush every time we make eye contact because I imagine that day in my mind every time he looks at me with a small glimmer of hope within his eyes.

Martin the idiot has just found out about the existence of my brother. I don't know how, all of the records that mention him in our database are hidden quite well. Only high-ranking Streetcleaners who I trust are given my permission to know about my brother. Sometimes I'll allow a low-level Streetcleaner to find out about him because I find it amusing watching him kill them with his extraordinary power, and sometimes a Streetcleaner will discover him accidentally. My brother doesn't hide his status as a freak as well as he should, and sometimes a Streetcleaner will get lucky and discover him. How Martin managed to find my brother within the database is a mystery. Maybe he found a friend who's really good with computers who helped him.

Now he's travelling towards my brother and his friends. At least, I think he is. He called me while I was at School Number One training some new recruits and taunted me. He claimed that he would prove that he was the best Streetcleaner by taking down the entire organization. He said that he would use my brother and his friends to accomplish his goal.

Whatever the hell that means. I know that he is idealistic, and I know that he's an idiot despite his ability to convince others that he's extremely intelligent. If he succeeds in his stupid plan my brother will either be dead, or I'll have to take down my brother before he becomes a threat to my job.

If he fails in his plan he'll either be dead or extremely embarrassed. Which was an admittedly attractive idea. I suppose whatever I decided to do relied on how much trust I have in my brother.

I decided to do nothing and see what happened.

"So, you're the famous Chris everyone keeps talking about." I said to one of the boys who had walked up to the restaurant once it had closed. The boy looked at me with an amused expression on his face, as though he found me unworthy of fighting him.

"What have you heard about me exactly?" The dark-haired boy asked and I growled at him.

"I heard that you're a murderer. I heard that you're powerful and I heard that you need to be defeated in combat." I raised my fists and stood in a fighting stance while the boy just stared at me, as though he were mocking me, which made me even more angry at him.

"Take your best shot." The boy said with a smile before placing his hands behind his back and closing his eyes. "The first one's free."

I didn't need any more motivation and I instantly ran up to him, charging with all my might as though I was a raging bull. I channeled as much power as I could in a single punch that I hoped would knock him out quickly.

Then at the last second the boy with his eyes closed stepped to the right and dodged my attack. My fist made contact with the pavement and I growled once I realized that my hand was temporarily stuck. The boy opened his eyes and smirked at me before walking away.

"I know it's dark out and you can't really tell who's who, but just to let you know, my name's Jester." The boy said as he started walking towards the back of the restaurant.

"Cress went to the back of the store a few minutes ago when you weren't looking, as did Puppet King and Nihilist. I wouldn't fight them though, if you can't handle me then you can't handle them." Jester said with a laugh as he walked away. I growled at him before I pulled my fist out of the pavement and took some time to admire the hole that I had left in the restaurant's parking lot.

"Fear me." Reaper said from behind me.

"Reaper's right. Maybe we shouldn't have come here." Eagle said as he walked up to me and started to pat me on the back.

Five minutes. I left Puppet King alone with my friends for five minutes while me and Cyndy went into the kitchen to get Puppet King's cake. The boy was correct when he said that he could make her fall in love with me, and we spent four of the five minutes that we were in the kitchen kissing each other.

Then I walked into my living room, and I saw Tina's little brother lying in a pool of blood that presumably came from Tina's headless body. Rhonda was sobbing, while Dad and Mike stared at Puppet King with fear in their eyes.

"He ripped my blanket." Puppet King said bitterly as he held his blanket in the air for me to see the small tear in the aged blanket. My gaze travelled from the bodies, to the boy, to the terrified expressions of my friends and family.

"Cyndy…" Lucy whimpered from beside Cyndy as she attempted to hug her.

"He killed them, he did something to them and he killed them."

"I can see that." I heard a voice say, I turned to face the door to the living room from outside the house and I gasped when I saw the President of the United States standing beside three young boys and two grown men.

"You were right Professor, this freak is dangerous." The President said with a smile as he started walking towards Puppet King, only to be stopped by what appeared to be an electric shock that ran through his body and temporarily paralyzed him. The President turned towards the dark haired boy standing beside him and chuckled.

"Just think, this little guy might not be very dangerous now, but someday he could be one of the most dangerous freaks on Earth. It's a shame that he isn't a Streetcleaner, he has so much potential." The President said, I noticed strange expressions appearing on one of the boy's faces and one of the men's faces.

"Nihilist, can you clean this mess up." The President said to one of the boys, who nodded his head before he started walking towards the bodies of Tina and her little brother.

"Hello brother." The boy said to Puppet King as he approached the bodies.

"Hello brother dear. How are you today?" Puppet King asked the boy, who placed one of his hands on Tina's body and his other hand on her little brother's body.

"I'm perfectly fine. I hope that I won't have to clean up any more messes from you." Nihilist said with a slightly dark chuckle that was returned with a shaky smile from Puppet King.

"I'll try not to make any more messes." Puppet King said with a smile, before he pointed towards the President.

"Should we be worried about that pen that he's holding?" Puppet King asked, Nihilist refused to turn his attention away from the bodies of the people in front of him.

"Don't look at it. You'll forget everything that's happened today and you'll remember something different instead. Professor was talking about it in the car on the way here." Nihilist whispered to his presumed brother.

"What kind of freaks did you bring to my farm?" Dad asked the men standing in his living room as he noticed Tina's little brother starting to open his eyes as his wounds healed, and what appeared to be a head grew from the neck of Tina's body. One of the men smiled at him before he pointed at Cyndy.

"You don't know this, and you'll forget it shortly, but your daughter invited that freak to your farm. That freak is probably more dangerous than all of the freaks in this room, but she's not nearly as beautiful." The man said as he wrapped his arms around one of the boys, the boy scowled at the contact.

"Please don't touch me." The boy said quietly.

Chapter 8

In our world the threat of Streetcleaners entering our homes and either killing us, or abducting us for the crime of existing, hovered over us constantly. The government seemed to constantly use the Streetcleaners as a threat to intimidate us into ceasing to exist. I had never met a Streetcleaner before and at some point my fear of them vanished. I stopped thinking about them, and because Cress kept them away I never needed to fear the rare ones that did appear in our town and attempted to hunt us.

When I walked into the house this afternoon and I saw my little brother lying dead on the couch I was a little concerned. I used my natural healing ability to repair his wounds and then I reanimated his dead flesh. He returned to life and assumed that he had fallen asleep on the couch while watching television. Then he read my mind and realized that he had died.

Later on in the evening when my brothers had left the house I found myself alone. The other occupants of the house were working at the local A&W earning money to pay our savior to allow us to remain in the house. Sometimes I suspect that our beloved savior sees us as nothing more than a way to make money. I chastise myself after I think those thoughts that question our savior's motivations for rescuing us. It wasn't as though I didn't want to think badly of the man who had saved me and my brothers from my mother's basement, it was more so that I knew I would drive myself crazy with the conspiracy theories I would come up with in my head regarding the reason why he saved us. The last time I let my mind contemplate the subject I ended up believing that our savior was actually the President of the United States, and that he saved us so that I could save his dying daughter.

My brother, Puppet King, is a freak with the ability to control the minds and bodies of people against their will. My other brother, Jester, has the ability to read minds. I love them, but I can't understand why they do the things that they do with their abilities. I don't understand why Puppet King feels the need to control a random group of girls and force them to re-enact scenes from cartoons for his amusement. I don't understand why Jester seems to go into a trance when he listens to music or plays video games.

I could say that a lot of people go into a trance when playing video games, but with Jester it's a little different. It's like he purposefully shuts out everyone and everything that isn't connected to the game so that he can purposefully distance himself from reality for a few brief moments. The tranquil expression on his face when he thinks that no one is around to see him play his games is one of my favorite things to see. Maybe Puppet King likes to control people because of a need to control reality and shape it so that it makes him happy. If I had his ability I'd probably do the same thing. I've never seen him smile, and I doubt I ever will. I heard him laugh once while playing with a boy that he brought home. I wasn't curious enough to go into his room and see what he made the boy do that made him laugh, but I think that I wouldn't remember the moment as fondly as I do if I had known.

I walked into the kitchen to make myself a snack. For some reason I had found myself craving a plate of brownies that were made with ingredients found in a small box that was purchased from a big store. When I stepped into the kitchen I saw a boy sitting on one of the stools perched around the island.

The boy had purple scales that appeared to cover his skin, as well as a pair of jeans and a black t-shirt that covered the top half of his body. He wasn't wearing socks or shoes and his eyes seemed to resemble the eyes of a snake. I could see a pair of sunglasses that he must have placed on the island, and I assumed that he used the glasses to hide his eyes. The same way that Kit alternates between wearing a hat and wearing a hood to cover his ears.

I suspected that he was a Streetcleaner, and I suspected that if he wanted to kill me he would have been able to do so. I was unarmed and alone in the house, if he wanted to he could have ended my life at any moment. I didn't know what abilities he had, but I knew that if he was willing to enter the house where my younger brothers lived alongside Cress and his two friends, then he must have a very useful ability that could be used to attempt to end my life.

He didn't attack me; he just stared at me with his reptilian eyes. He remained perfectly still as he watched me, it was as though he was analyzing me. I didn't fear him. I had tried to kill myself in the past and every time I did I found that my body wouldn't allow me to die. When I cut my wrists my body healed and left no traces of the scars. When I hung myself from a tree my body reanimated itself again and again until a passing civilian freed me from the noose. When I used a knife to forcibly remove every internal organ that I could my body somehow healed and replaced every vital organ that I had removed. One time I cut off my own head with an electric saw, only to have a second head grow back a few hours later. I keep the skull of my severed head in my room as a keepsake. Whatever this Streetcleaner could possibly do to me would probably be as effective at ending my life as all of my previous attempts.

"Where did your brother go when he died?" The Streetcleaner asked me after a period of time had passed, breaking the silence with a voice that reminded me of sandpaper for some reason.

"He stayed on the couch." I said to the Streetcleaner. "He didn't go to heaven, he didn't go to hell, he didn't get reincarnated, he just stayed on that couch." I said to the Streetcleaner who smiled at me before he stood up.

"If I killed you, would you realize that you were lying dead on the floor?" He asked.

"I wouldn't." I answered him. "When I die all I see is darkness and all I hear is the sound of silence. I feel nothing, I see nothing and I hear nothing." I paused and studied the smile on his scaly face.

"It's beautiful." I said, and I waited for his expression to change. The smile remained on his face and he started to lightly chuckle.

"Can you bring people back from the dead?" He asked me, I nodded my head and the smile remained on his face. He wouldn't be the first or the last individual to discover my ability and then ask me to use it to bring back a loved one. Puppy once asked me to bring John Lennon back to life, but I refused. Although, I did heal Lauren Faust after a disastrous meeting between her and Kit.

"I need your help." He said, his eyes locked with my eyes and I looked away instinctively.

"I want to instigate a revolution, I want to inspire freaks like us to rebel against the human race. I want to make freaks like us realize that we are the superior life forms and that we should be treated as such." He said to me, and I continued to avoid looking at his face. I wanted to avoid looking at his eyes for as long as I could.

"Why do you need me?" I asked and he moved closer to me, he placed one of his hands on my chin and forced me to look at him. I could see the smile on his face and I could see his eyes as they stared at me.

"Hatred and fear is the weapon that humanity has been using against us for many years. I want to hurt humanity like they've hurt us with love and courage." The Streetcleaner said to me.

"If I asked you to help me, would you? If it meant creating a better world for our species, for our friends and…" He paused for a moment. "…Brothers." He finished his sentence and I rolled my eyes.

"I can't force you to help us because I can't hurt you. But I can hurt others and then offer them a chance to heal, with your help." He said to me and my eyes widened slightly as I started to realize what he was telling me.

"Will you help me?" He asked, and I started to truly think about the question. The possibility of a revolution against humanity lead by freaks like me was intriguing. If my mother was still alive she would probably tell me to help this Streetcleaner.

"I'll help you." I said to the Streetcleaner whose eyes seemed to brighten upon hearing my response. He extended his hand as though he expected me to shake it, but he found himself disappointed as I started walking past him towards the pantry where a box containing most of the ingredients to make brownies was located. He stayed with me and decided to help me prepare the treat. In a few minutes we had the batter prepared and we poured it into a pan. As we waited for the treat to bake in the oven we discussed the Streetcleaner's plan to convince the freaks of the world to openly rebel against the humans who feared them and oppressed them.

I talked to my little sister today. She didn't know who I was and I didn't tell her. I told her that I was a freak who only wanted her to be safe from the mean Streetcleaners that wanted her dead.

I told her that Martin was planning to do something very stupid and I wanted her out of the city. I wanted her to travel far away from the city, or perhaps to stay with me in my house, until Martin had done whatever stupid thing he wanted to do. She listened to me, but she said that she didn't believe me.

I told her to think about what I had told her, and then I gave her my phone number. I told her to call me if she changed her mind. I said that if she wanted my protection I would arrive as soon as I could and take her to my home where she would be safe. She asked if she could bring her girlfriend, I told her that she couldn't and she claimed that she wouldn't leave without her.

Maybe I'm too much of a sentimental guy. I didn't want her girlfriend in my house because I had no reason to care about her if she wasn't family. Maybe if she was important to my sister, she could be important to me as well.

"We can't let those bastards win!" Titan screamed as he slammed his game controller on the floor. I groaned along with Neon as Titan continued to scream as the rest of us attempted to shoot dragon monsters and unicorns in the four-player campaign in the game we were playing. If we got to the end of the campaign the roles would be reversed, so that instead of playing as zombies fighting dragon monsters and unicorns, we could play as either dragon monsters or unicorns fighting zombies. We thought that the game could help us relax.

Titan wouldn't relax, not after Chris or Cress bitch-slapped him when he pushed Puppy or Peter away while attempting to get to the back of the restaurant to confront him. Two humiliating defeats in a single night after a long streak of success fighting crime was something that Titan wasn't handling very well.

"They killed an innocent man tonight and they didn't even care. They need to be stopped and we need to stop them." Titan said angrily, Neon rolled her eyes while Reaper seemed too engrossed in the game to care about anything happening around him.

"They brought him back to life, and from the conversation I had with him he did seem like a massive jerk." Neon said from where she was sitting on the couch, Titan responded with what might have been his thousandth growl that night.

"That's not the fucking point! The point is that it's wrong!" Titan yelled at Neon, who rolled her eyes as she watched her zombie character shoot a pink unicorn.

"If everything that you think is wrong in this world was fixed, then the world still wouldn't be perfect." Neon said with a slight smile as Titan looked at her with a confused expression on his face.

"What does that mean?" Titan asked, and Neon chuckled.

"It doesn't have to mean anything. As long as it sounds profound people will assume that it does."

"Fear me." Reaper nodded in agreement while Titan looked at them both with confusion still evident on his face.

"Next time I'll let you die." Nihilist said with a frown on his face as he stood over me. I grinned at him as I stood up, only to be gently pushed to the floor by Nihilist, the freak who I shouldn't have fallen in love with.

"You're following me aren't you? You don't want me to die so you save me time and time again. You like me." I said happily to the freak, who grunted before he pulled his IPhone out of his pocket.

"Not exactly. You always pull this kind of shit near the place where I live. My brother hears your thoughts, he warns me and tells me exactly where you're going to kill yourself. I don't know why I always save you, it makes more sense to let you stay dead." The freak said to me, and I smiled at him before I stood up and gave him a kiss on his cheek.

"I still remember that day when you saved my life, nobody else does, but I do." I said to him, and he rolled his eyes.

"I did not kiss you when I brought you to life, I did not call you pretty, and we did not cuddle afterwards. That was a false memory." Nihilist said, and I smiled. He told me this story about how the President erased my memory and replaced it with a false memory every time I attempted suicide to speak with him. I still didn't believe him, his story simply could not be true.

"Are you sure that you don't feel anything for me? You don't like me at all?" I asked him, he smiled at me.

"I think that you're adorable, I think that it's flattering that you're willing to kill yourself just to see me. However…" Nihilist paused as he stared at me with a somber expression on his face.

"You need to understand that I'm not dangerous at all, but my friends and my brothers are very dangerous. I don't want you to get hurt." Nihilist told me, I rolled my eyes as I looked at the large pool of blood that had formed underneath my body from my suicide attempt.

"I've already been hurt multiple times, you always heal me." I said to the boy as a very sad expression appeared on his face as he turned his head away from me.

"There are some things that I can't heal."

Chapter 9

I told my parents a few weeks ago that I didn't want to have my wings removed anymore. I told them that I would find a way to keep them hidden from the other students in my school. They tried to convince me to allow my wings to be removed once again, but for what might have been the first time in my life I disagreed with them. They didn't agree with my decision, but they were willing to support my choice after a few hours of arguing.

Now my wings had grown to their full size and beautiful white feathers decorated them. I smiled as I admired my wings along with the rest of my naked body that was reflected in the mirror in my bedroom. It was a few minutes after midnight and my parents were asleep. I had opened my window before I removed my clothes, and I was pleasantly surprised at how the cold wind felt against my naked body.

I looked at my breasts in the mirror and I wondered if Miss Roberts would enjoy seeing them. I placed one of my hands on one of my breasts and squeezed it gently. I wondered if Miss Roberts would enjoy the feeling of my breasts and my body as much as I'd hoped she would.

I didn't know if Miss Roberts was sexually attracted to girls, and I wasn't entirely sure if my attraction to her was reciprocated. I didn't know if it was futile to pine for her, but that didn't stop me from dreaming about her almost every night.

I heard a rumor at school that Miss Roberts had been writing love letters for one of the students in our class. Allegedly she would write a note professing her love for one of her students, and then discard it in a trashcan at her home instead sending it to the student. Tina, one of the students in my class, was curious about the rumor and apparently decided to search through Miss Roberts's trash before it was collected and taken to a landfill outside of town. The student had confirmed that the notes did exist, but she was unable to confirm who the notes were intended for. I hoped that the notes were intended for me, but I suppose that they were more likely intended for someone else. Possibly for a male suitor who had no connection to the school.

If the notes were intended for me, then I wanted Miss Roberts to know that I felt the same way. I didn't want her to have a doubt in her mind as to what my feelings towards her were.

I stepped towards my open window and flapped my wings as I took flight. My wings carried me through the night air above the ground and I smiled as I imagined what Miss Roberts would think when she saw me.

When I reached the location of Miss Roberts's apartment, I flew up to her patio and stepped in through the unlocked door. I suppose since she lived on the fourth floor of her apartment building she assumed that it was safe to leave the door unlocked. I guess she never thought that a winged freak would attempt to enter her home while she slept.

Once I stepped into her apartment I immediately started walking towards her bedroom and I realized that I didn't have much of an idea of what I would do once I entered Miss Roberts's room. I was naked, I was cold, and I had no idea what to expect once I walked into her room.

When I walked into her room I found that she was asleep, which I suppose didn't come as a much of a surprise. It was an hour after midnight and pretty much everybody in the city where I lived was asleep. A tiny nightlight decorated with an image of a bluebird was plugged into a power outlet near her bed, and I could hear a small amount of running water that I assumed was being heard from another apartment in the building. The whole scene was incredibly tranquil, and seeing Miss Roberts sleeping on a comfy bed that was big enough for two people made me feel a little bit tired. I suppose the fact that I'd flown more than halfway across the city a few minutes before I'd entered the room also contributed to my tiredness.

All of my sexual thoughts went away from my head as I climbed into Miss Roberts's bed and covered myself with a blanket. I noticed that my teacher stirred a little as I did so, before she turned over in bed and her sleeping face moved a little closer towards my awake face. Her body moved towards my own and within a few seconds one of her arms wrapped around my body as she pulled herself close to me and started snuggling with me. Her warm body and soft skin being so close to me started to remind me of the reason why I had flown here.

Without thinking too much I removed the blanket covering our bodies, and when she shivered I wrapped one of my wings around her. I watched as she relaxed within the feathers and a content smile appeared on her sleeping face. I started to imagine what it would be like if me and Miss Roberts were to sleep like this every night.

"What are you doing?" A voice asked me from the doorway and I turned my head so that I was facing the figure in the doorway instead of the beautiful Miss Roberts. To my horror I saw a female student who took the same Social Studies class as I did in school. I didn't remember her name, but seeing her standing in the doorway of my teacher's apartment wearing a swimsuit was something I don't think that I'll ever forget.

I screamed loudly before moving away from the bed and freeing myself from Miss Roberts's grasp. The teacher's eyes opened and she sat up in bed. Time seemed to stand still for a moment as I alternated between looking at Miss Roberts and looking at the girl wearing a swimsuit. The girl stared at me with a look of anger in her eyes, and Miss Roberts seemed confused by the scene.

"Why aren't you in the tub?" Miss Roberts asked the girl standing in the doorway after a few seconds had passed.

"I heard some strange noises so I got out of the bathtub to check on you." The girl pointed at me and I faced the ground to avoid her gaze. "I found this girl sleeping in your bed attempting to rape you…"

"I wasn't going to rape her!" I yelled at the girl. "I just wanted to snuggle." I said to the girl who responding with a smirk before walking towards me.

"Then why are you naked?" The girl asked me, and I looked at her with tears forming in my eyes.

"Why are you wearing a swimming suit? Are you going swimming?" I asked the girl, who responded with a chuckle before moving towards Miss Roberts and placing one of her arms around her.

"I suppose that my gills aren't as easy to see as your wings." The girl said to me before planting a kiss on Miss Roberts's cheek for no other purpose than to taunt me.

"Theresa took me into her home when I had no place to stay, she raised me and allowed me to get an education at school. If it wasn't for her then I probably would have died many years ago." She said to me with a smug smile on her face as she held Miss Roberts.

"If she didn't have me in her life, then she would have been raped tonight."

Upon hearing her words my head started to feel fuzzy and my vision started to become blurry. Tears rolled down my face as I ran out of the room. I pretended not to hear Miss Roberts's cries for me to come back or the girl's screams for me to leave. Once I reached the patio I immediately flapped my wings and flew off into the night, travelling back to my home as quickly as I could.

Once I returned home I wanted to throw a temper tantrum, I wanted to take all of the toys in my room and toss them around. I wanted to scream and shout expletives that would awaken my parents. I wanted my mother and father to attempt to soothe me with calming words as they restrained me and waited for me to calm down.

Of course, at the moment I was too tired to throw a tantrum, so I settled for yawning and falling asleep in my bed. I hoped that when I woke up in the morning that everything would be okay.

The organization of Streetcleaners was a powerful organization that was mostly funded by the government of the United States of America. High-ranking Streetcleaners like me were given access to a lot of fun things that would terrify a lot of people.

One of those things was access to a network of cameras that were found in the phones and televisions of virtually every home in the world.

I was using one of those cameras to check on my sister, and I found her tied up and gagged inside the apartment where she lived. I growled before I walked out of the room, I checked my pocket to make sure that the keys to my private plane were there. As soon as I confirmed my keys were with me I reached into my other pocket and pulled out my phone. I dialed the number for the freak that I wanted to call fairly quickly. I had used this number enough times that I had it memorized.

"Agent One?" The voice said from the phone as I held it up to my ear.

"I need a ride. Meet me at the plane as quickly as possible." I said to the voice before immediately ending the call up without waiting for an answer. If that girl wanted to remain standing with perfectly solid bones she'd be at the plane as quickly as she could.

Chapter 10

"I've never understood why freaks grow so attached so certain people." My little brother said to me as we sat on a couch playing a video game on a television set that used to belong to a woman and a freak. The Streetcleaner with the purple scales had killed the woman a few minutes earlier, and the freak's grieving would have distracted us from our game if we hadn't restrained her and covered her mouth with duct tape.

The purple-scaled Streetcleaner had driven us into the city during the night and Jester used his ability to search for a freak. It was pure luck that we happened to see a naked freak with wings flying through the night air.

"Some people say that freaks imprint on certain people. I'm not sure if that's true though." Jester said, not looking away from the television screen as he did so.

"I suppose imprinting would explain why Puppy is so attached to Cress." I said, more to myself than to my brother. I had given up hope on having a truly engaging conversation with him about a half hour ago.

"I can't think of another explanation to be honest. Of all the freaks that Puppy could chase after why did he choose Cress?" I asked myself, and then I paused to consider the situation we had stumbled upon.

"Actually, the imprinting theory would also explain this odd scenario. Two attractive high school girls who both happen to be freaks are both pursuing a high school teacher. One of the girls is living with the teacher. One of the girls is breaking into her home at night because of her love." I smirked upon using the word 'love'.

"We broke into her home as well, and the purple lizard is searching for the flying freak right now." Jester said to me as his eyes continued to stare at the television screen. "Are you suggesting that the purple lizard imprinted on the naked freak and that we imprinted on the high school teacher?" Jester asked, and I chuckled quietly to myself as Jester started to smile.

"That would just be silly." Jester said before his smile disappeared at the same time that the game's loading screen disappeared and he was able to continue playing his game.

"Maybe I imprinted on that freak we tied up in the other room." I said to my brother with a smile still on my face. "Maybe later tonight I'll take advantage of her while she's tied up."

"You realize that she can hear you." Jester said to me, and my smile quickly faded as I looked towards the door to find that it was open. As Jester pointed out, the restrained freak had most likely heard what I had just said.

"She says that she wants to bite your penis off for murdering her beloved Theresa. So I don't think it would be a good idea to put your penis in her mouth." I blushed heavily as I heard Jester's words.

"I wasn't going to…"

"You were, you should know by now that it's pointless to lie to me." Jester said with a smile before his eyes moved away from the television screen to look at the restrained girl in the bedroom.

"If you want to make amends with the girl, I think her name's Stephanie…No wait." Jester paused "Her name's Samantha. I think the best way to make amends with her and get on her good side is to tell her that you can reanimate dead people." Jester's eyes moved towards the television screen after he had finished his sentence, so I don't think that he saw the look of hope in the girl's eyes as her face seemed to brighten.

"You're not going to bring her back to life, not yet anyway. First you're going to listen to the purple lizard and refrain from bringing her loved one back to life. You're going to force her to murder a lot of innocent people within this city. You're going to reward her for murdering hundreds of people by bringing a single person back to life. She'll do it, I can already tell." Jester said to me, and I could tell that the girl was listening carefully to Jester's words.

"After you convince the girl to kill humans for you, then you'll move to another town and convince another freak to kill humans. Then you'll move to another town and so on. A number of killer freaks in a number of towns and cities is a terrifying thought for humans. I suppose that the purple lizard wants to make the humans afraid of us and inspire more freaks to fight against the humans." Jester continued to speak and I continued to listen, though I admittedly found my attention wandering slightly to the game on the television.

"I'm not sure if it's a good plan or a bad plan. But I'm sure that the humans won't like it either way.

I nicknamed my plane's pilot Lizard-girl because of her green skin. She had reptilian scales all over her body and her eyes reminded me of the eyes of a snake. People claimed that she and Martin looked similar. I don't think that they do because if I thought that they did I wouldn't have hired her as my pilot.

A few years ago I had been told that Lizard-girl was failing all of the tests that she was required to take at the school that she had been assigned to. School Number 26 was the school that she had been placed in, I think.

I decided to have her trained as my pilot for a plane that I had hoped to purchase in the future. She had been pulled out of school and she was taught how to fly the plane that I had purchased. Now, she was my beautiful sixteen-year old personal pilot who was always on-call.

She asked me about my sister and the reason why I had called her so late in the evening. I told her that my sister was in danger and that I needed to rescue her. She asked me what I would do if I got to my sister's location and found her dead.

I told her that I would kill whoever was responsible, and I would use whatever resources were available to me to accomplish my goal.

"How do you think that Titan would react if Sigmund came to our city?" Neon asked me as we sat at the table that we always seemed to sit at during lunch. Titan had left to use the bathroom and Reaper was feeling sick today, so at the moment it was just me and Neon at the lunch table.

"Probably the same way a blind kamikaze pilot reacts to any perceived threat." I said to my friend. "Badly."

Neon nodded her head and I smiled bitterly as I remembered how determined Titan was to defeat Cress, yet how futile it seemed to attempt to defeat him. Cress was powerful, that was what I had expected. What I didn't expect was how powerful his friends seemed to be. Nihilist could bring people back from the dead and Jester could somehow predict the future. How were we supposed to fight those freaks with a strong man, a freak that could fly and a telepathic girl? Maybe we could make Reaper fight them and even the odds.

"I don't want him to die." Neon said to me, and I chuckled slightly.

"Then why don't you tell him to give up?" I asked her, and she responded with chuckle similar to the one I had uttered less than a couple of seconds earlier.

"Because I don't want to die."

Chapter 11

How many steps had I taken over the past few years of my life? How many people had died after every step that I had taken? I'm curious to know the answer, to get an exact number of how many lives that I've ended. I want to know how many families I've murdered, how many young people brimming with hope for the future and old people filled with joyful memories from a long life I've murdered.

I haven't spoken to anyone in years, but sometimes I'll read a newspaper article when I'm staying inside an empty home. Apparently I have a number of fan clubs online, as well as a number of people who despise me. My movements have been monitored for years and the speculation as to what my special ability could be has caused a seemingly never-ending debate to appear on all corners of the Internet. Some people say I'm just a normal teenage boy who kills people with guns and knives. Those people are idiots.

Some people have compared me to other notoriously dangerous freaks. Those people are also idiots because the amount of deaths I've been responsible for in one of the most privileged and protected countries in the world outnumbers the amount of deaths directly caused by any other freak.

It has been estimated that I've killed more than a quarter of the population of the United States within my years of wandering. The unofficial death count is around 80 million and many people are angry that the United States government has seemingly done very little to stop me.

The range in which my ability kills people has multiplied greatly and I've gained a certain amount of control over my ability throughout the years. I suppose the problem that I have is that I can't control my power when I'm sleeping or when I'm not focusing on controlling it. When I do lose my focus or I succumb to my natural need for sleep a lot of people die.

People have compared me to an atomic bomb. Politicians have used me to defend their oppression against freaks. The members of my species are butchered every day, and their deaths are justified by the fact that I exist.

I think that at some point I forgot how to feel depressed. Or maybe I'm always depressed and at some point in time I became so used to my depression that it doesn't feel like an emotion anymore. Instead it feels like a dull ache within my soul that I stopped noticing many years ago.

"I'll stay here." I said to myself as I sat on one of the chairs around the dining room table that used to belong to a small family of four. Their corpses sat on the other chairs around the table and their meals remained partially eaten on the table.

"I'll be safe if I stay here and nobody else will die." I declared with a little more conviction in my voice.

"I'll stay in this town for the rest of my life. I'll live a long and happy life surrounded by the decaying remains of the people in this town." I said as I recalled a memory of reading a newspaper article about a town that I'd walked through being preserved and transformed into a type of macabre museum. I remembered seeing the photographs of the preserved corpses in the town, as well as the joy in a child's eyes as he was photographed beside a preserved corpse.

"Nobody else will die." I said as I reached out and clutched the hand of the oldest looking child at the table.

"Doesn't that sound wonderful, me and you and your family together forever?" I said with a growing smile on my face as I imagined spending the rest of my life surrounded by corpses who I would converse with as I walked down the street every morning to collect food from the grocery store in the town. I imagined walking to a house that I could call my home and fattening myself up with junk food. I imagined watching cartoons while a child's corpse sat beside me, and I imagined that I would pretend to hear her voice as she watched the cartoon alongside me.

Then I remembered the last time that I had attempted to stay in one town for more than a few days. I remembered the soldiers and Streetcleaners marching into the town and I remembered them all dying before they even got the opportunity to attack me. I remembered the electricity being shut off in the town, and I remembered the food in the town rotting. I remembered being angry with myself for believing that I could live a life where I didn't have to continue moving throughout the country.

Maybe it would be better, for me anyways, if I simply kept walking.

"Please don't make me hurt you." A boy wearing a black hoodie said to me as he stood in front of the school. I had planned on going home early since I had a free block at the end of the day. What I had not planned was to see a strange boy waiting for me.

"Who are you and what do you want?" I asked the boy who's face failed to showcase any hint of emotion.

"My name is Puppet King. Your friend tried to attack my friends and you came to our restaurant to visit us without our permission. I want to hurt you because of that. But I won't" Puppet King said as he took a step forward towards me.

"I've been thinking of a plan for a while now. Like most people in the world I want power, I want everyone in the world to bow to me and follow my every command." Puppet King took another step forward and I found to my dismay that I was unable to move.

"I don't want anyone to interfere with my plan. I'm making a list of potential threats and I don't want you to be on it." Puppet King was very close to me at this point. He reached out his hand and started to stroke my cheek. His face continued to showcase no hint of emotion.

"I don't want to have to place you or your friends on my list because then I would have to kill you. Which would be a shame, since I would enjoy having you as slaves in my palace." Puppet King continued to stroke my cheek and I was feeling more nervous around him by the second. The fact that I was unable to move only heightened my desire to get away from him.

"Would you like to hear the funniest joke in the world?" Puppet King asked me, and before I could respond he opened his mouth to speak.

"I believe that before your soul can pass on to the afterlife there cannot be any hatred or bitterness in your soul. Which means that whatever I do to you or anyone else during my lifetime will need to be forgiven when you die if you wish to pass on. I could rape you and maim you and you would have to forgive me. Isn't that funny?" Puppet King asked while I looked at him with fear evident in my eyes.

"What I'm trying to say is that I want you and your friends to stay as far away from me and my friends as possible. If you do what I want, then I'll do what you want." Puppet King's hand moved away from my cheek and wrapped itself around my neck.

"Ask me what you want." Puppet King commanded as he tightened his grip around my neck, making it difficult for me to breathe.

"What do I want?" I asked him while struggling to breathe. His face remained expressionless as he loosened his grip on my neck.

"You want me to stay away from Reaper and the rest of your friends, but mostly Reaper. Jester told me how fond of him you are. You couldn't live with yourself if something were to happen to him, or if someone were to hurt him." Puppet King released his grip on my neck entirely and started to walk away from me and the school.

"Think about what I've told you, and don't bother me again."

Chapter 12

Despite Chris's fairly cold demeanor, he did have moments where he laughed, he did have moments when he smiled, and he did have moments when he was genuinely happy. Right now he was happy.

The kiss he had given me had come as a surprise. I stepped into our house after work and Chris had hugged me as soon as I had passed through the doorway. He claimed that he was happy to see me and that he had some exciting news to share with me. When I asked him what the news was he smiled and kissed me on my lips.

"I can control my power now." He said to me, the smile never left his face as he did so and a smile appeared on my face that probably matched his. I hugged him tightly and kissed him on his lips, making sure that my third real kiss with him lasted a lot longer than my first.

"That's wonderful." I said, not knowing what else to say at that moment. I was tired after my shift at work and my body was telling me to sleep, while my mind was trying to force my body to stay awake.

"You look tired." Chris said to me. Before I could protest he lifted me up off the ground and started to carry me up the stairs. I giggled slightly as I realized that he was carrying me bridal-style up the stairs towards my bed. The scene reminded me of a dream I'd once had.

I held onto him as tightly as I could as he carried me, and when we reached my bedroom I was a little disappointed when he laid my body down on my bed and started to walk away.

"Wait." I said in a slightly embarrassed voice as I started to watch him leave the room. He turned around to look at me and I blushed slightly in the darkness.

"Can you sleep with me tonight?" I asked him as I moved to the left side of the bed to make space for him. He shook his head before he continued walking towards the door to my room.

"We don't have to have sex, I just want to sleep together tonight." I said with the blush on my face darkening. "I'd feel safer and sleep better if I knew that you were beside me." I said to him, it was embarrassing how I was practically begging for him to remain in the room with me.

Within a few seconds he was laying beside me in my bed with a blanket covering his body. I smiled as I kissed him and I started to wonder what a person would think if they had been watching us as we prepared to sleep together. Would they think that this scene was cheesy, or would they find that the scene was romantic?

I suppose it was a little cheesy, but sometimes cheesy is nice. As long as Chris and me were happy I didn't think it mattered. I was already imagining what our first official date would be like, and later in the night I would probably imagine what our first sexual experience would be like.

I giggled to myself as I felt my friend wrap his arm around me protectively, and I started to wonder how long our happiness would last.

Lizard-girl landed the admittedly small plane on the side of a highway that would lead into Edmonton. Once she had landed she pressed a single button and the plane converted itself into a comfortable little car.

She drove the car along the highway, following the speed limits and traffic laws in order to not draw attention to us. This was a mission that I preferred that the government knew nothing about.

Lizard-girl asked me if I had ever considered having sex with her. I considered telling her that I was a vorarephiliac and that my personal fantasy was a little bit different than the idea of normal sexual intercourse.

I told her that I had not considered her as a sexual partner and she remained quiet for a few minutes as she drove. Eventually she asked me why I hadn't considered having sex with her and I told her that I didn't want to make our working relationship more complicated than it needed to be.

She then claimed that I was her only friend, and that I was the one who had saved her from the punishment of death for failing to become a Streetcleaner. She said that she believed that she was in love with me, and I told her that love didn't exist.

She then asked me why I cared so much about my sister and my brother if love didn't exist. I told her that I cared about them because I was crazy.

I suppose that was close to the truth. It was certainly easier and less awkward to explain then the truth. Which was that the reason why I cared about my brother and sister is because I believe that if I didn't then I would truly go insane. Or maybe I was already crazy, and I simply didn't realize that I was.

Apple72: Are you ashamed of me?

RichGirl64: Of course not! Why would you even ask me something like that?

Apple72: Well, I suppose I'm just feeling a little insecure. You refuse to kiss me in public, or even acknowledge our relationship, and you're currently dating my older brother.

RichGirl64: You told me to go out with your brother, you claimed that our late night dates would be easier to arrange if I was dating your brother. I also seem to remember you telling me that you didn't want to be labeled as a lesbian, so I'm not allowed to tell anybody about us, and what we do together when nobody's watching.

Apple72: You haven't answered my question yet.

RichGirl64: No, I'm not ashamed of you. I do love you, but sometimes I have doubts about our future together. Do you really want to spend the rest of our lives sneaking around to make love?

Apple72: I've always found it kind of kinky.

RichGirl64: Alison!

Apple72: What! It's true! Sex has become a little more exciting now that I know Mike is in the next room, completely oblivious to what we're doing.

RichGirl64: I'm turning my phone off now.

Apple72: Sorry, I think I stepped a little too far over the line there. I'll see you at school.

"We can't go after them again." I said to my friends as we sat on the couches and chairs in my parent's basement. My mom had brought us each a can of grape soda and a bag of chips because she was fond of us. I was very lucky to have her as a mom.

I agreed with Neon, and I was pretty sure that Reaper agreed with her as well. I couldn't understand anything he said most of the time though, so he might have been saying that he hated me for all that I knew.

Titan did not agree with her.

"We can't let them continue to run free." Titan growled before he took a drink from the can of grape soda in his hand.

"We can't let innocent people die at their hands. We need to show them that good conquers evil. We need to win!"

"Open your eyes Titan. We can't stop them, we've already tried and they're too strong." Neon said to Titan, who only growled in response.

"Neon's right. You saw what that Cress guy can do, and Neon apparently saw what Puppet King can do." I looked at Neon and studied the red marks on her neck where Puppet King had apparently choked her.

"Fear me." Reaper said to Titan and I nodded my head.

"I agree with Reaper, we need to look after ourselves. We need to stay away, we need to find something else to focus our attention on." I said to my friend, Titan glared at me for a moment while Neon nodded her head as if to confirm that she agreed with me and Reaper.

"And what should we focus our attention on?" Titan asked, I shrugged my shoulders and took a drink from my can of soda.

"I don't know, but I have a feeling that something interesting will happen fairly soon."

Chapter 13

"Get up my dear." I whispered into the girl's ear as she slept on her bed. Her eyes remained closed as she slumbered, and I growled slightly at her defiance.

"I told you to get up." I whispered into her ear before reaching for a knife that I kept in my pocket and using it to stab her thigh. Her eyes opened wide at that moment and I held my hand over her mouth to prevent her from screaming. As much I would have enjoyed murdering her parents, neighbors and whoever else was awoken by her scream, I knew that I couldn't spend any more time at this house than I needed to.

"Listen to me very carefully." I whispered into the girl's ear as her body shook within my grasp.

"Your teacher is dead, I killed her and I moved her body to a safe location. You'll never find her unless I want you to." Tears started to form in her eyes and I flinched against my will. A big part of my job was murdering freaks, but I never enjoyed seeing freaks cry.

"I know of a freak who can re-animate her dead flesh and heal her wounds. Within a few minutes she'll be back to normal and willing to hold you within her arms. Before I ask for his help, I'll need you to do something for me." I said to the girl, her tears only seemed to multiply as I told her that she could bring her loved one back to life.

I released her from my grip and I expected her to scream for help, I would have enjoyed seeing her scream because that was a reaction I could predict. She was supposed to be begging me to bring her loved one back to life. She was supposed to demand that I tell her what I wanted her to do for me. She was supposed to attack me in a fit of rage over killing her loved one and withholding the identity of the freak that could unite them again.

She was only supposed to cry for a short period of time, she wasn't supposed to continue crying. She wasn't supposed to make me feel so uncomfortable.

"Why bother, she doesn't love me and she never will." The girl spoke as I tried my hardest to look away from her. I didn't want to see her tears, they reminded me too much of the tears that I cried when my brother was killed. Her sobs reminded me of the sobs I made when my parents told my brother and me that we weren't wanted in our home.

"If you want someone to help you, why don't you ask her pretty little girlfriend?" The girl said to me through her sobs and tears, as my eyes remained facing towards the floor. Why did this girl have to cry, didn't she realize how selfish she was being? Did she not realize that she was forcing me to remember the day that my brother was murdered by the people who tried to enslave me? Did she not realize that she was reminding me of the reason why I wanted humanity to suffer?

"Unless you know of a freak that can make her love me, then there's nothing you can do that will make me help you." The girl said to me through her sobs. I was about to point out that I could have murdered her parents and then offered her the opportunity to bring them back to life before I realized that I did know a freak that could help her.

We had finally reached the apartment building where my sister lived. I told Lizard-girl to wait in the car and she complied. That was why I liked her as much as I did. She always did what she was told without questioning me.

I walked into the building and used a device on a special phone that I had been given by the government to disable the electronic lock, which allowed me to enter the building easily. I also had a little key that changed its shape depending on the lock it was inserted into that would have worked if necessary.

I walked into the building and I quickly made my way to the elevator. Once I was there I pressed a button and waited for the elevator to reach the floor I was on.

For some reason I thought about a weird dream I once had where I was waiting for an elevator, and when the doors opened I saw a large mouth waiting to swallow me whole.

I was slightly disappointed when the doors opened and I saw a normal elevator waiting to take me to my sister. When I got home I would probably search for that one special picture on Furaffinity that featured a snake and a mouse. Maybe I would search for a few similar pictures afterward.

"Why do they have to do that in front of everyone?" Rhonda said with a glare as she stared at the happy couple of Mike and Cyndy who were engaged in a kiss at their table while a group of their friends sat around them. Alison, one of Rhonda's friends, looked up from her lunch and glanced at the couple before turning to face her friend.

"I don't understand why you're so upset. A big strong guy like my brother deserves someone nice, and he couldn't have found anyone nicer than Cyndy." Alison explained, in a futile effort to calm down the spoiled and pasty-white skinned girl who sat beside her. Tina, another student who sat at the table, decided to make her view on the matter known as well.

"I wish you wouldn't complain so much, after all, things could be a lot worse." Tina said, before looking from side to side and gesturing for her two friends to lean in toward her. Alison leaned in with a slight smile on her face due to her amusement at her friend's obvious embarrassment whilst Rhonda leaned in with a more bitter expression on her face as if she believed that whatever her friend had to say would be of no interest to her. Once the two girls had leaned in Tina took a deep breath before explaining how the situation could have been a lot worse.

"They could be listening to Leechmilk all night long while you're trying to do schoolwork." Tina explained, receiving a laugh from Alison as she leaned away from her friend.

"Your brother's still into those weird underground bands?" Alison asked with a large grin as her friend glared at her with a strange mixture of anger and embarrassment as she solemnly nodded her head.

"Yes, he also listens to Immolation and Mercyful Fate. Do you have any idea how hard it is to study when a high-pitched voice is telling me to worship Satan?" Tina asked somewhat frantically as Alison continued to chuckle whilst Rhonda continued to work herself into a mental flurry by keeping her eyes locked on the happy couple who had ended their lip-lock session and were now talking with their own friends around the table. Rhonda scoffed as she turned away and started to focus her attention on her lunch, which consisted mostly of fish and assorted vegetables.

"Can't stand them either?" A minuscule voice said from behind her, Rhonda turned her head away from her lunch to face the figure who had spoken the words and gave a slight smile upon learning the identity of the small figure beside her. The small figure smiled before she took her place on Rhonda's left and started to unpack her lunch from her plastic Digimon lunch bag, which earned a slight scoff from Alison who was often disgusted by Lucy's immaturity and used to tease her for it until her brother made her stop. Admittedly the act of making her stop teasing Lucy was what attracted Cyndy to Mike and therefore started their relationship.

"Yes, I can't stand seeing those two together. It makes me sick." Rhonda said as she lifted a piece of fish to her mouth and started to chew the food. Alison scoffed at her friend then turned to the youngest guest at the lunch table.

"You do understand that just because Cyndy agreed to practice kissing with you does not mean that she's in love with you right?" Alison asked the little girl who stopped eating her lunch, which consisted of what appeared to be a Mcdonalds kids meal, as she turned and gave the farm girl a glare.

"You just don't understand. That kiss was special." Lucy said with her usual small voice as she then looked down at her feet as liquid started to drip from her eyes and onto the floor. Rhonda sighed and placed her arm around the small girl as Alison rolled her eyes at the small display of compassion between the two.

"You two make me sick, you're so blinded by your crushes on Cyndy that you can't accept the fact that she's found happiness with someone else." Alison explained as she stared at the girls as if she was waiting for a response. Lucy held her head down and continued to silently sob. Rhonda turned her head toward the farm girl and gave her a glare. She opened her mouth as if to say something before she felt a hand grip her shoulder. The spoiled girl then turned around to yell at the unseen intruder, but her eyes widened as the intruder's identity became known.

"Hello princess." Tina greeted Cyndy from across the table, completely oblivious to the fact that Rhonda appeared to be having a small panic attack in the midst of the older girl.

"Do you want to go to Cyndy's party tonight?" I asked Eagle, who shrugged his shoulders in response.

"I don't know. Her parties are usually fun. Lots of games, lots of soda and lots of snacks. Plus, she lives in a mansion, which is nice. But I'm not sure if I feel like having fun tonight." I winced as I remembered Titan's tantrum last night when we told him to forget about Cress and his friends. He almost ripped my wings from my back and smashed my mom's couch before my mother told him to leave.

"Fear me." Reaper said, and I smiled.

"You're absolutely right. Maybe a night of fun is exactly what we need to get our minds off of those freaks. What do you think Titan?" I turned to face my friend, who was walking a few feet behind us and moping.

"Do whatever you want. I really don't care." Titan said, and I turned away from him to face Neon.

"Then I guess it's settled. We're going to Cyndy's party."

"Fear me." Reaper said happily.

"Yes Reaper, I'm sure that she'll let you play the new Zombie-Cartoon-Massacre game on her TV."

Chapter 14

"You don't want Puppet King involved in whatever this is, it's not worth it." I heard one of my captors, Nihilist, say to the freak with the purple scales as they sat together on Theresa's couch playing video games. It disgusted me that they were sitting on the couch of the woman they killed, the woman I loved, and they didn't seem to care.

"Puppet King has a comfort zone, Jester and I are allowed inside his comfort zone because we're his family. Our friends at our house are allowed inside his comfort zone because they entered his comfort zone when he was young and allowed people to get close to him. You have no chance of gaining his trust." Nihilist said to the purple-scaled freak. His face was turned away from me so that I couldn't see his reaction to what Nihilist was telling him. Jester seemed to be oblivious to the conversation as he stared at the television screen as though he was in a trance.

"I don't need to gain his trust, I just need to get him to help me. With his ability we could start a revolution without any more deaths. No more freaks have to cry." The purple-scaled freak said to his two companions. Why couldn't he have had this revelation before he killed my beloved Theresa?

"You're being irrational and you're changing your strategy. Why?" Jester said to the purple-scaled freak, not looking away from the television screen as he did so.

"I saw a freak cry tonight, and it reminded me that my mission is to hurt the humans who have hurt us. We need to change our strategy so that as few freaks as possible get hurt…"

"Lying to me is pointless. I can hear your every thought." Jester said to the purple-scaled freak.

"He's got a point. Why should we continue to work with you if you'll change your plan after the first night? Who's to say that you won't change your plan again if we somehow convince our brother to help you?" Nihilist said to the purple-scaled freak as he stood up off of the couch and was soon joined by his brother.

"I don't care what your real reason is for your change of heart, although I imagine Jester might tell me later." Nihilist said as he started walking towards the door that he used to enter Theresa's apartment.

"I don't know what I want to be honest. I initially wanted to help you because you seemed to have a well thought out plan to start an uprising of freaks. I wanted to support you because you had a plan, and I thought that your plan could work. Now I see that you never had any idea what you were doing." Nihilist said as he approached the door.

"I'll reanimate the teacher, I'll heal her wounds and she'll probably forget about this entire night. If you want to kill her again then you're free to do so."

"He won't kill her, he doesn't want to make that little girl cry again." Jester said as he walked through the doorway along with Nihilist. I heard the door close and I watched the purple-scaled freak growl in annoyance.

"I'll come up with a new plan." The purple-scaled freak said to himself, presumably not even realizing that I was still in the apartment with him.

"I'll find a stronger freak to help me, I'll find a freak with the power to unleash the fury of a thousand suns upon the humans. I'll make them all pay for what they did to my brother!" The purple-scaled freak started rambling to himself as his voice started to increase in volume.

"And I think I know just the freak to use." The purple-scaled freak said to himself with a chuckle that made me feel uncomfortable for some reason. Although, the reason that I was uncomfortable was probably because of the duct tape wrapped around my legs and arms.

It seems as though I had underestimated my brother's friends and overestimated Martin.

I walked into my sister's apartment and found that she was perfectly fine. She was restrained and gagged but she was fine. Martin was having a fit though, as soon as he saw me his face turned white and he begged me not to kill him. He said that he accidentally travelled a long way from his home and that he had accidentally restrained my sister.

I rolled my eyes and I told him that if he ever did anything stupid again I would kill him. He gave me a condescending smile and claimed that he wouldn't do anything stupid ever again. I didn't believe him, but if he did do something stupid then I would have a reason to kill him.

I asked my sister if she was okay. She told me that she was and thanked me for saving her. Once I was sure that she was safe I gave Martin a glare before I stepped out of her apartment and started walking towards the stairs that would lead me to the first floor.

Once I left the building I immediately walked towards my car and told Lizard-girl that I wanted to leave. She immediately transformed the car into a plane with the push of a button and we flew off. Before we left I could see Martin screaming at us from the door to the apartment building. I think that he wanted us to give him a ride home.

Maybe I should have removed the tape from my sister's limbs in addition to the tape covering her mouth.

Apple72: Princess?

Richgirl64: Yep.

Chapter 15

"So Cress and our little dog have finally grown up a little." Nihilist said to himself with a chuckle as he swept the floor in the kitchen. I nodded my head and continued to watch the meat patties cook on the grill.

"They're not growing up, they're just playing house. It seems like they're regressing to what their mindsets were when they were children. Playing house, kissing in public and eating hamburgers on whole wheat buns is considered grown-up behavior in their minds." I said to my friend. The alarm for the meat rang at the end of my statement. I winced a little before I pressed the button to turn off the alarm and flipped the meat patties.

"You're just saying that because you're cranky." Nihilist teased, before moving to the back of the restaurant to return the broom that he had been using.

"Of course I'm cranky, I'm always cranky. Do you have any idea how irritating it is to listen to whiny voices all night asking me to cook for them?" I said to my friend, who nodded his head.

"I don't know if you've noticed Kit, but we have the same job." My friend said to me with a smile and I rolled my eyes.

"What I meant to say was, do you have any idea how annoying it is to work here when you have sensitive ears." Nihilist smiled at me after I was finished speaking as he started to walk into the main kitchen area where I was getting paid to stand around and watch frozen meat patties cook on a grill.

"I still say that you're just cranky because your brother's getting laid and you're not." Nihilist said with a chuckle.

"Also, yes I am aware that he probably heard me because he has sensitive ears." Nihilist said with a laugh before he moved out of the kitchen and started washing the pile of dishes in the sink. I growled and started walking toward my friend. I flexed my hands a little as I walked and I checked my claws to make sure that they were still sharp.

"Please don't start a fight today, I don't want to stay late mopping blood again." Alice said using one of the headsets that we were all forced to wear.

"Besides, I see a customer walking towards the store." Alice said, and I growled for what might have been the hundredth time that night before I moved back into the kitchen while Nihilist smirked at me from the sink. I made a mental note to remember that smirk when we played video games later that night.

I could see the girl ordering up front, but I didn't pay too much attention. All that I noticed was that she had blonde hair, and that she looked as though she was 16 years old. I could have been wrong about her age though, I often am.

She ordered a burger with cheese and she made a special request that I prepare the burger on an unseeded bun. Once I had finished making her order I started walking towards the sink to continue speaking with my friend.

"Wait." The girl said to me and I turned around to see her staring at me while holding her burger in her hand.

"Do you know where I can find a freak who calls himself The Puppet King?" The girl asked, and I stared at her with an expression that I hoped would make it seem as though I was confused upon hearing the name.

"You can tell me, I'm a freak too." The girl said. Without a cautionary look around to make sure that no humans were around to see, she removed her coat and allowed me to see the pair of wings that had apparently grown on her back.

"Do you know where The Puppet King is?" The girl asked, as her wings remained exposed for any human to see. She flapped her wings a few times to seemingly emphasis the fact that she was freak, and because she was a freak I could trust her.

As I used my natural agility to quickly move towards the counter where the girl was currently taking a bite of the hamburger I had prepared for her, I wondered if she believed that she could trust me.

"I could kill you right now." I said to the girl, baring my sharp canine teeth as I did so. The girl flinched and took a few steps backwards.

"Please don't kill me, I just want his help." The girl said to me, she started to tremble as I leapt over the counter and moved a little closer towards her. My teeth were bared and my claws were in plain sight. I hoped that she would simply leave and we could end the night without any bloodshed. I didn't enjoy violence.

"Nobody gets help from Puppet King." I said to the girl as I stepped a little closer to her, she stepped backwards and found herself against one of the walls of the store. She started to whimper and I silently hoped that she wouldn't start crying.

"Actually Kit, how about we introduce her to Puppet King. It could be fun." Nihilist said from behind me and I growled before turning around to face him.

"You know as well as I do that Puppet King is never fun." I said to my friend who responded with a smirk.

"You're just cranky. Puppet King is the most fun freak I know. Even his name sounds fun." Nihilist said with the smirk still on his face as he reached into his pocket and pulled out his iPhone.

"That's why I texted him when I saw my little friend. He's on his way right now." I growled at my friend who continued to taunt me with his arrogant smirk.

"You'd better text him and tell him not to come." I said to my friend as I bared my fangs. "We both know what will happen if he comes here." Nihilist continued to smirk and at the moment I was contemplating whether I could get him to stop smirking by tearing his lower jaw off of his face.

"What will happen?" Nihilist asked, I paused for a brief moment to think about what I thought would happen if Puppet King were to show up and see a pretty young freak asking for his help.

"I don't know." I said to my friend. "But I don't think it will be good."

I talked with Professor and Vanity today during our weekly breakfast together. Vanity prepared some coffee for me and Professor ordered us each a plate of eggs that had been prepared by a restaurant that was located a few blocks away from his home. I don't understand why he didn't cook the eggs himself.

I told him about Martin and I told him that I believed that he might attempt to target my brother for whatever stupid thing he plans to do next. Vanity told me that it was mean to call Martin an idiot, and she told me to stop. I tried to use my ability to transform her bones into liquid, but she didn't have any bones.

Professor told me that he believed that Cress could defend himself from Martin, and that he was smart enough not to take part in Martin's idiotic plans. I suppose he was correct to assume that I had nothing to worry about, but I had a feeling that I should be more worried than I was.

He told me that I was being paranoid and that I should focus on the things in life that make me happy, like my brother and sister's safety, while avoiding thinking about things that made me angry. I suppose that was a nice piece of advice.

Vanity's advice that I should try to befriend Martin was much less helpful.

"What is it about Cyndy that makes you girls act like idiots?" Alison commented as she walked down the sidewalk with her three friends walking close beside her. Lucy had her head facing the ground and a bystander might have commented that it was a miracle that she was able to navigate.

Rhonda and Tina both had heavy blushes on their faces after Alison's comment that darkened slightly when the two girls turned to each other to see how deep their blushes were. Alison sighed as she continued walking in front of her group of friends toward Lucy's house, where Mike and his girlfriend were allegedly holding a very special gathering for the various girls and boys within the school.

When Cyndy had announced the gathering when she came to their table earlier that day at lunch the three lovesick girls had all squealed in unison before nearly tripping over themselves in an attempt to be the first ones to accept Cyndy's invitation. Alison had found it fairly strange that Lucy, Cyndy's sister, didn't seem to know about the gathering. She found it even stranger that when she interrogated Mike he seemed adamant to not reveal any information about the gathering to her.

"I mean, just because she's hot as heck doesn't mean you all should fall over yourselves whenever she comes over to say hello." Alison said in an attempt to communicate with the three girls who appeared to be lost in their own thoughts as they continued walking down the street. Alison sighed as she decided that she would simply attempt to draw their focus away from their thoughts of the twelfth-grader who was currently dating her eleventh-grade brother.

"Do you girls have any idea why Cyndy wanted us to come to her house after school?" Alison asked the three girls behind her, who all shook their heads in response. This answer didn't appear to satisfy the teenager who slowed down her pace so that she was walking beside the youngest girl before beginning to attempt to satiate her curiosity.

"I was just asking since it would be fairly strange for someone like Cyndy to invite a good-sized amount of people over to her house without telling her own sister the reason why." Alison explained to the smallest member of the group who lifted her head to stare at the farm girl before giving her response.

"I honestly have no idea why she invited us over. She didn't seem excited for anything, and she slept quite well so she wasn't nervous about anything"

"You were watching her sleep?" Tina asked, interrupting the young girl who gave a timid blush before responding.

"It's not what you think. I had a bad dream last night and Cyndy let me sleep in her bed." Lucy explained, with a blush still lingering on her face. Although Tina seemed to accept the young girl's explanation as fact, the other two girls seemed skeptical of her claim.

"Maybe I should try that one night, I'll go for a sleepover at your house, wake up in the middle of the night and go to Cyndy and say I had a nightmare. Then Cyndy will take pity on me and . . . "

"That doesn't work when you're a 15-year-old girl and you're not the younger sibling of the person expected to take pity on you." Alison explained, interrupting her posh friend who gave a slight pout at the interruption and the correction she had received. Alison seemed to pay no mind to this and continued.

"Besides, if you tried that on Cyndy she'd probably call your parents and ask them to take you home. Which, considering your parents spoiled you rotten, means that they'd probably pick you up and then pay for a few psychiatric help sessions to help you overcome your nightmares." Alison continued to explain, using her fingers as makeshift quotation marks for the last word in her sentence. Rhonda gave an indignant 'harumph' as a response and turned her head away from the farm girl, who gave a slight chuckle due to her amusement at irritating the posh teenager.

"Next time I'll let you die." Nihilist said with a frown on his face as he stood over me. I grinned at him as I stood up, only to be gently pushed to the floor by Nihilist, the freak who I shouldn't have fallen in love with.

"You're following me aren't you? You don't want me to die so you save me time and time again. You like me." I said happily to the freak, who grunted before he pulled his IPhone out of his pocket.

"Not exactly. You always pull this kind of shit near the place where I live. My brother hears your thoughts, he warns me and tells me exactly where you're going to kill yourself. I don't know why I always save you, it makes more sense to let you stay dead." The freak said to me, and I smiled at him before I stood up and gave him a kiss on his cheek.

"I still remember that day when you saved my life, nobody else does, but I do." I said to him, and he rolled his eyes.

"I did not kiss you when I brought you to life, I did not call you pretty, and we did not cuddle afterwards. That was a false memory." Nihilist said, and I smiled. He told me this story about how the President erased my memory and replaced it with a false memory every time I attempted suicide to speak with him. I still didn't believe him, his story simply could not be true.

"Are you sure that you don't feel anything for me? You don't like me at all?" I asked him, he smiled at me.

"I think that you're adorable, I think that it's flattering that you're willing to kill yourself just to see me. However…" Nihilist paused as he stared at me with a somber expression on his face.

"You need to understand that I'm not dangerous at all, but my friends and my brothers are very dangerous. I don't want you to get hurt." Nihilist told me, I rolled my eyes as I looked at the large pool of blood that had formed underneath my body from my suicide attempt.

"I've already been hurt multiple times, you always heal me." I said to the boy as a very sad expression appeared on his face as he turned his head away from me.

"There are some things that I can't heal."

Chapter 16

When did my relationship with my little girl change into something so perverse?

I treated her as though she was my own daughter ever since I found her shivering underneath a tree in a public park. When I approached her she started to cry. She begged me not to hurt her like a man had done earlier that night.

I had always believed that fate had brought us together. If I hadn't have gone out for a walk that night we might have never met each other.

I invited her to my apartment to spend the night once she told me that she didn't have a home. She claimed that her parents didn't want her anymore because she was a freak.

She cried when she showed me her gills and her fins. She said that she hated herself because her gills made her look ugly. She believed that her parents didn't want her to live with them because she was ugly.

I led her to my apartment and I allowed her to sleep in my bed while I slept on my couch. The next morning I cooked breakfast for her and she smiled at me as she ate.

I arranged for her to go to school, and I spent the next few months arranging to be her legal guardian. Her parents were happy to allow a stranger to take care of their child and Samantha was happy to have someone to take care of her.

I raised her as though she was my biological daughter. I loved her, and I could tell that she loved me. It wasn't until last night when Amy entered my home uninvited that I started to suspect that at some point she started to desire a different relationship than the relationship between a mother and her daughter.

When she started writing lovely poems and leaving them for me to find I thought that she was merely showing her appreciation for me. I thought that the poems were a sign that she appreciated me for caring for her as she matured into a beautiful young lady.

Throughout the past year she had begun to hug me and kiss me almost routinely. When I entered my apartment she would greet me with a hug and a kiss. Before I left the apartment she would give me a goodbye kiss. When we sat on the couch watching TV she would insist that we cuddle, which admittedly felt a little odd when watching action movies and comedies. It was particularly strange when we watched Nine Genocide Warriors From Outer Space Who Are Werewolves.

Maybe I was simply avoiding the truth because I didn't want to see my darling little girl as anything aside from my adopted daughter.

"I don't want anyone to touch you like that ever again." Samantha said with tears in her eyes as she held me tightly in an embrace. When I had entered my apartment after being brought back from the dead I didn't want to find my adopted daughter fidgeting on the floor with her arms and legs restrained with duct tape.

"That little girl almost raped you, and I almost let her." She whimpered as she continued to hold on to me. I started rubbing her back in an effort to calm her down, although I realized that she probably wouldn't calm herself too easily.

"And those boys…" Samantha whimpered. "…Those boys killed you and I couldn't do anything to stop them. I watched as you died in front of my eyes!" Samantha screamed before leaning her head on my shoulder and continuing to sob. I could feel her tears soaking my pajamas.

"It's alright." I whispered to her in what I assumed was a soothing voice as she continued to cry.

"I'm alright now, we're both alright now and we never have to worry about those boys again." I said to my adopted daughter, although I think that she heard the doubt in my voice as I attempted to soothe her.

"We're not alright." Samantha said as she lifted her head from my shoulder and looked into my eyes.

"We need to get out of this city as soon as possible." Samantha said with a look of fear in her eyes.

"The freak with the purple scales said that he was going to do something very bad. He said that he was going to murder millions, if not billions of people just like you." Samantha started to whimper and I tightened our embrace.

"He said that he's going to bring Sigmund to our city, and then…" Samantha paused for a brief moment to emit a whimper.

"…He's going to use him to kill everyone who isn't a freak." Samantha sobbed as she tightened our embrace and I found myself struggling to breathe.

"I can't lose you again." Samantha sobbed as she leaned her head against my shoulder a second time and emitted muffled sobs into the sleeve of my pajamas.

"You're all that I think about every day, you're the one constant thing in my life. You're the only one who ever truly loved me. If I lost you again I don't know what I would do." Samantha continued to sob and I continued to hold her.

Apple72: Are you going to tell me why you're throwing a party?

Richgirl64: I want it to be a surprise. You're so impatient sometimes.

Apple72: No offense, but most of your surprises suck.

Richgirl64: My secrets do too.

Apple72: Pervert.

Richgirl64: You love it.

Chapter 17

"I understand that some people on the Internet call you Freud, no doubt because of your first name." The voice on the television screen said to me while the voices in the cartoon I was watching were muted. I was irritated, yet I had a desire to listen to the voice. It had been a very long time since I had a conversation with anybody.

"My name's Sigmund, what's yours?" I asked the voice, who responded with a slight chuckle.

"Do you see the character on the television? The cute little dragon with the purple scales?" He asked me and I nodded my head.

"I can't see you nodding your head Sigmund Freud, I need you to answer me. Tell me that you see the character and tell me the character's name." The voice stated as though he was ordering me to respond in the correct way. I felt like I was a dog and that he was trying to teach me to follow his commands.

"The character's name is Spike. Some people call him Spikero Agnew, or Spyro Gyra. I seem to see those names a lot on the Internet when I search up the character. I don't know why, maybe it's funny to some people." I said to the voice, who chuckled a second time and I frowned in annoyance.

"You don't talk to very many people do you?" The voice said over a clip of the various ponies on the show eating s'mores at a sleepover. I started to wonder if the rumors that I had heard about marshmallows being made from horse hooves were true. Then I remembered that horse hooves were an ingredient used to make glue, not marshmallows.

"You're the first person I've talked to in years, and you might not even be real." I said to the television screen. "For all that I know you could just be a figment of my imagination. I'm making up someone to talk to because I'm so fucking lonely that I watch a cartoon and imagine that the characters are my friends." I whimpered slightly before I punched one of the cushions on the couch that I was currently sitting on.

"I murdered a little girl today! She could have been watching this show with me, I could have had my first kiss with her, and I could have had sex with her! Instead I killed her because she reminded me too much of my little sister!" I was yelling at the television screen at this point and the voice continued to mock me with his incredibly smug chuckle.

"I'm pretty sure that you'll regret saying that once you realize that millions of people are listening to every word you're saying right now. Look online and you'll see." The voice said. I didn't want to believe him, but I considered the fact that he had just removed the voices from my favorite cartoon and was currently having a conversation with me. I decided that it wouldn't be too much of a stretch to imagine that my voice was being recorded and broadcasted worldwide.

I reached for an iPod that used to belong to a teenage boy who I had killed a number of months ago and looked on my largest fan page on Facebook. I could see that already a post had been made claiming that I was currently having a conversation with a mysterious stranger. Most of the comments were mocking me for watching a show intended for children, while a number of commenters were excited to hear my voice.

"What do you want?" I asked the voice, who responded with another chuckle. If he was near me at that moment I might have killed him just to get him to stop taunting me with his annoying chuckle.

"I want you to met me at West Edmonton Mall in six days." The voice said.

"It'll be fun, we'll buy some tickets and have some fun at Galaxyland. We'll buy swimsuits, then we'll burn them and swim naked in the pool. We'll buy new games and new clothes. We'll flirt with pretty girls, or boys if you'd prefer, and we'll eat until we don't want to eat anything else." The voice said, and I started to smile against my will. He might have been lying about wanting to spend a fun day at a shopping mall with me, but if he wasn't then I'm pretty sure that I would have a lot of fun. I don't think I'd ever had a friend in my entire life, and I don't think that I've ever spent a day having fun with someone who wasn't related to me.

"Once our day of fun is over, then we'll use your gift to cause the largest genocide that the world has ever experienced. We'll show the people of the world that we are the superior race, we'll claim the world as our own and end the abuse of freaks at the hands of people with inferiority issues." The voice said, I growled in annoyance and I reached for the remote to see if muting the television would make his voice disappear.

"I'm not interested." I said as I pressed the mute button on the remote. To my dismay I could still hear the sounds of his breathing after I had pressed the button.

"Why not? You've already killed so many people already, what's a few million more? You could save the lives of thousands of our species if you help me." The voice said, and I listened and considered what he had said. Freaks everywhere were suffering at the hands of humans. Humans were killing freaks every day. I wanted to believe that I could end the suffering of freaks everywhere by accepting the opportunity given to me by this voice.

Part of me suspected that he was setting me up to be eliminated or trapped. But if he did end my life, or rendered me unable to end the lives of others, then at the very least my suffering would end. I would die the way that I had lived most of my life, lonely.

"I'll meet you at the mall in six days. On two conditions." I said to the voice, who I'm fairly certain might have smiled.

"Of course, just tell me what you're conditions are." The voice said, and I grinned.

"I want someone to transport me to the mall. I don't care how you get me there, I just don't want to walk." I said to the television screen.

"Of course. There's a little microchip somewhere in your body that tells me where you are at all times, I'll send someone to pick you up on the day when we meet." The voice said, I started to contemplate where a microchip could have been planted in my body.

"We place microchips in every child when they're born. It's so much easier for Streetcleaners like myself to locate confirmed freaks and potential freaks when they have microchips implanted in their bodies." The voice said with a chuckle, as if he had read my mind and knew exactly what I was thinking.

"My second condition." I said, wanting the conversation to be over as soon as possible.

"Is that you restart the episode that you interrupted."

That idiot Martin is going to get himself killed. He's also going to get my brother and sister killed.

Why did he contact Freud? How did he contact Freud? Those are questions that I'll have to answer later. Right now I need to find a way to stop whatever he plans on doing.

My superiors have asked me to not interfere with whatever it is Martin's planning until they tell me to. They want me to wait in the city and do nothing until they tell me to interfere with his plan. Why? Why are they telling me and every other Streetcleaner not to prevent Martin from gaining the help of the world's most dangerous freak to help his stupid plan succeed?

I don't know, but I know that I can't interfere unless my superiors tell me to. I don't want to lose my job, and as much as I don't like Martin I'm not about to disobey an order to kill him.

However, if he attempts to harm or involve my brother or sister in his plan, then I would most certainly disobey an order to save their lives. I'm simply too sentimental.

"Do you really think I'll make friends here?" Felicia asked the older girl who had seen her leaving the principal's office earlier in the day after she had given her registration papers to the school secretary. The older girl smiled down at her as they continued walking down the sidewalk toward the older girl's home, where the girl had claimed she was having some sort of event that would provide a suitable opportunity for the shy teenager to make friends within the school.

"I guarantee that you'll find some friends here. All you have to do is be yourself and I'm sure people will be crowding around you to try and make friends with you." The older girl explained as she continued to lead her onwards.

"And you can call me Cyndy." The older girl, now identified as Cyndy, said with a friendly tone of voice that for a reason Felicia didn't quite understand made her blush slightly. Cyndy smiled and turned her head toward the shy girl.

"We're here." Cyndy said with a smile as she made a gesture toward the gated mansion they had stopped in front of. Felicia felt her jaw almost literally drop to the hard sidewalk as she stared at the large home in front of her, she then turned to Cyndy with the same shocked look on her face as when she first started to look at the mansion a few seconds before.

"You live here." Felicia stated in awe as Cyndy looked at her with an amused smile on her face as she turned her head away from the girl to enter a sequence of numbers into a number pad that was attached to the right side of the gate.

"Yes, and trust me when I say that sometimes it is much more hassle than it's worth." Cyndy explained with a slight sigh at the end of her sentence that was muffled by the sound of the gate opening as Cyndy finished entering the code used to unlock it. Once the gates swung open Cyndy turned to Felicia and gave her a smile before gesturing to the walkway leading toward her home.

"Come on in, we can get to know each other before the party." Cyndy said to the girl, who nodded eagerly and started to follow the older girl, quickening her pace slightly to match with Cyndy's much larger steps.

I had decided to stay home while my friends went out to enjoy themselves at Cyndy's party. I hated the idea that my friends want to give up on fighting evil just because the evil we were fighting was a little stronger than everyone else that we've fought. We took an oath to fight evil and prove that not all freaks are evil, that some freaks are capable of doing wonderful things to help humanity.

Now we are allowing a group of freaks to commit acts of evil, we know about those evil acts and we are doing nothing to stop them.

I growled in anger as I stared at the television screen, I was watching a re-run of one of my favorite cartoons. The show was about magical ponies learning about the magic of friendship. I mostly watched it for the references to drugs and sexual activity. The episode where two ponies committed suicide and were dragged to hell by an army of screaming demons, before being thrown out because there was no more room in hell is my favorite episode. Although, the episode where the princess of the sun smoked a cigarette after a scene in which it was implied that she molested a group of three young ponies was a close second.

Suddenly, the audio of the cartoon disappeared and was replaced with the audio of two strange boys conversing. Once it was revealed that one of the strange boys was a Streetcleaner while the other was the spree killer known as Freud, I became curious as to what they would talk about, and why they chose to talk about it during my favorite show.

They revealed that they were going to meet at West Edmonton Mall. A smile formed on my face as I thought about how much better the world would be if Freud and the Streetcleaner were killed, by me.

The world will see me as a hero, and my friends will realize how powerful I am. Puppet King and Chris would promise to never hurt another person ever again once they learned that I had single-handedly defeated Freud.

Maybe I could inspire a revolution and the public could finally see the good that freaks could do for this world.

Chapter 18

"Do you really love our cute little dog?" I asked Cress as we walked down the street towards the restaurant where we were both employed. I heard my brother's thoughts as he prepared to drive to the restaurant using the car that Nihilist and me had stolen from the purple-scaled freak. I think that his name was Martin, and I think that he stole the car from somebody else. We had asked Puppet King if he wanted to walk with us, and he said that he would rather drive.

Cress wasn't an idiot; he knew that I didn't need to ask him any questions. I was already aware of his true feelings towards Puppy; I guess all that I wanted was for him to talk to me. Walking in silence with nothing but my thoughts, his thoughts and the thoughts of everyone we passed isn't very much fun. Conversation is one of the things that I've discovered which distracts me from the constant stream of thoughts that I hear every moment of every day.

"Sometimes I think that I'm only attracted to him because he's attracted to me." Cress said with a neutral expression on his face as we continued walking.

"He's nice, but I wonder if the reason I'm attracted to him is because no one else is interested in me. He's my only chance to find love." Cress said, I rolled my eyes a little and I considered telling him that Alice and a number of girls at school were also interested in him. I knew that Kit also had the occasional thought of how attractive he believed Cress was, but since he also had those thoughts about me and my brothers I decided to avoid the topic. Otherwise I might mention that weird dream that Kit had where he had sex with his brother, then immediately afterwards his brother had a massive growth spurt and swallowed him whole. I might also mention those times when Puppy attempted to have sex with a stuffed animal that Cress had bought for him for his birthday.

"He's not your only chance to find love, you're 18 years old and you'll live a nice long life. Eventually you'll find someone better than that dog." I said to him, immediately afterwards I felt an electric shock that made my left arm feel numb.

"I won't find anyone better than him, he's perfect in every way." Cress said with a voice that revealed no emotion. Which was surprising, considering the angry thoughts he was thinking at the moment.

"Then why are you questioning your attraction to him? Wait…don't answer that, I already know." I said to him, and he responded with a second electric shock that made my other arm feel numb.

"Have you ever considered that perhaps our powers come from our subconscious minds, rather than our genetic make-up?" I asked my friend, who shook his head in response.

"I've always just believed that the person who created us either went insane, or became bored." Cress said with a small smile beginning to form on his face. We've had this conversation numerous times before, and we both already knew how it would end. But it was a nice way to make the time go by faster as we walked.

"I'm just saying that perhaps our subconscious minds have realized the truth, that because we're living in a computer program we can re-write the code. The laws of physics don't apply to us; therefore we can break those laws. That's why you can create and control electricity. That's why I can read people's minds." I said to my friend, whose smile continued to grow.

"Or maybe the creator of the program became bored and decided that allowing us to kill each other with electricity was more entertaining than watching us kill each other with guns." Cress said, the smile still remained on his face as a smile started to appear on my own face that probably matched his.

"So, our entire world is just like that computer world in The Matrix?" I asked my friend, who nodded his head in response.

"Do you want to watch those movies when we get home? After we make sure that Puppet King doesn't cause any trouble of course." Cress asked, I nodded my head as a response and we continued walking. I've always enjoyed lying on the couch beside him as we spent an entire night watching movies together. Puppy would never stay up late watching movies. The only movies he seemed to want to watch were light-hearted romances and comedies. Puppet King and Nihilist preferred to play video games, rather than sit through an entire film. Kit would rather watch movies alone in his room. Alice occasionally sat with us as we watched our movies, but she usually never stayed in the room for the entire night.

I've always considered Cress to be the person that I had the most in common with out of everyone in the house. The fact that most nights he was either outside keeping us safe from Streetcleaners, disposing of bodies or spending time with Puppy irritated me.

"We're here." Cress said, or thought, I wasn't really paying enough attention to be able to tell the difference. I realized that while I was lost in thought we had walked all the way to the parking lot of the restaurant where we worked. I hated working at the restaurant, but that was mostly because of the thoughts that I was forced to listen to. Kit's irritated thoughts as he attempted to deal with the loud noises and the scents of food within the kitchen always irritated me.

"I see that our good friend is already here." Cress said to me as he walked towards the door and held it open for me. I smiled at him to show him that I appreciated the gesture before stepping inside the restaurant. I could see Puppet King sitting on a chair near one of the tables in the restaurant. I could see Kit staring at Puppet King with a restrained fury in his eyes from where he was located in the kitchen. I could hear Nihilist's thoughts as he cleaned the kitchen while Kit did nothing to help.

"Chris!" Puppy yelled as he ran towards my friend and gave him a hug, which Cress returned with very little hesitation. I didn't like Puppy very much, but if he made Cress happy than I suppose I could tolerate him. As long as he didn't ruin the impromptu movie night I had planned with Cress then I would be all right with seeing them share a moment of affection.

"The two lovers are united once again." Puppet King said from the place where he was sitting. I started walking towards my brother in order to distance myself from my two friends. I could tell from their thoughts that they would appreciate me giving them a little bit of space.

"I guess so." I said to my brother as I pulled out a chair and sat at the table near him. His face remained neutral and I considered focusing on his mind to hear what he was thinking. Between Kit's angry thoughts, Puppy's happy romantically tinged thoughts, and Cress's contemplative thoughts I was having a hard time focusing on a single train of thought within the restaurant. The fact that Puppet King's thoughts were usually difficult to read anyway meant that I was having a very difficult time knowing exactly what he thought of the current situation.

"Last night you met a pretty young girl, you killed her girlfriend and stole some guy's car. Is that correct?" Puppet King asked and I nodded my head in response.

"Yes, that's right." I said to my brother, who's facial expression remained neutral.

"That pretty girl is in the women's bathroom. That guy was just on television asking a murderer for help." Puppet King said to me, and I hoped that he didn't see the surprised expression on my face. I suspected that eventually the girl with wings would seek us out and ask us for help; I also expected that eventually the purple-scaled freak would come up with another silly plan. What I did not expect was for the girl to seek us out the next day. I also did not expect that the purple scaled freak would appear on television and publicly beg for a killer's help.

"Not just any murderer either, he asked Freud." I gasped upon hearing the name that Puppet King spoke. Every day that I went to school I would hear somebody thinking about the infamous Freud. The freak who murdered millions of people, the freak who the military wasn't able to eliminate despite trying to for many years. The only freak who could make Puppet King or Cress fearful.

"He asked him to meet him at West Edmonton Mall, so that means he could be coming this way soon. If he does, and he starts working with that freak whose car you stole…" Puppet King paused for dramatic effect, a knot in my stomach started to form as I thought of Freud being close to where I live.

"…Then I think it's safe to assume that something very bad will happen." Puppet King finished his statement. I noticed that my breathing rate had started to rise in parallel to my heart rate, and that I was currently sweating. Puppet King obviously noticed my terrified state and he seemed to taunt me with his calm demeanor as he held up a cup filled with pop and started sucking up a portion of the drink with a straw. I never understood why he enjoyed roast beef flavoured soda.

At that moment the door to the women's washroom opened and the freak with wings exited the room. She immediately started walking towards my brother and me with a determined expression on her face. Her mind was filled with optimistic thoughts about the future that Puppet King would create for her. She seemed to believe that Puppet King would help her manipulate the love of her life into loving her. I was a little bit sickened when I saw that she was imagining a date between her and her teacher where they enjoyed a romantic picnic lunch in a field full of bright red flowers.

"Hello my dear. I was just telling my brother that I believe that I can help you with your problem." Puppet King said, his face contorted into a smile that he probably believed was reassuring, yet it came across as being insincere.

"All that you have to do is bring your beloved Miss Roberts to our house tomorrow night and I will solve your little problem." Puppet King said. The same insincere smile remained on his face.

"Thank you." The winged freak said, her face was bright and full of optimism. I almost smiled at her naivety.

"I just want you to do me a favor." Puppet King said to the girl.

"I'll do anything for Miss Roberts." The girl said, Kit growled from the kitchen and I tried my best to ignore him. Cress and Puppy had sat down at a table in the restaurant and were presently enjoying a romantic conversation. Alice and Nihilist continued to work. I could tell without reading their minds that they were confused at the present situation, and angry that they were forced to do all the work.

"I need you to fly me to West Edmonton Mall in a few days." Puppet King said as his insincere smile transformed into a genuine smile.

"I have something very important that I need to do."

Apple72: I'm going to the basement later. Do you want to meet me there?

Richgirl64: No.

Apple72: Why not?

Richgirl64: I'm busy, some other time maybe.

Apple72: We both know that you're not busy. All you're doing is talking to that new girl.

Richgirl64: And texting you.

Apple72: Is she reading my texts?

Richgirl64: No.

I asked Agent Two what she spent all of her money on today when we completed a mission and murdered a group of three freaks somewhere in Europe. I fell asleep during the plane ride and I didn't ask where I was travelling to because I didn't care. The fact that I had a special vorarephiliac dream during my nap on the plane made me incredibly happy.

She told me that she had a twin sister. I told her that I never knew that she had a sister. She said that I wouldn't have known because we rarely speak to each other outside of work and because her sister isn't registered in the database because she isn't a freak.

Since she is a high-ranking Streetcleaner, she thought that she would take precautions to make sure that her sister remained safe from Streetcleaners or freaks who would seek to hurt her sister in order to hurt her. Like me she distanced herself from her siblings, unlike me she was paying to support them. She apparently gave most of her money to her parents who promptly decided to abandon their children so that they could spend their lives searching for various pleasures and experiences throughout the world. She then decided to use another large chunk of her money to pay for a large mansion for her sisters to live in, as well as purchasing whatever their hearts desired and whatever they needed to keep themselves alive.

So, Agent Two is apparently spending most of her extremely large salary supporting the lavish lifestyles of her parents and her sisters, while living in a small house that happens to be located right beside one of my expensive houses. When I asked her why she didn't spend more than a relatively small amount of money on herself, she asked me why I refused to spend money helping my siblings.

I told her that my plan was to keep them safe, not to keep them comfortable. I told her that if I didn't think that they were safe I'd move them both into my home. I didn't tell her that I had prepared bedrooms for the day when I believed that we could live together as a single happy family of freaks.

She told me that she wanted her siblings to be safe as well as comfortable, which is why she made sure that they were close to my own siblings.

Then she asked me if I could protect her sisters, or help her protect them, from Freud. I told her that I would protect my siblings and she would protect her siblings. I told her that I don't need the extra responsibility.

Chapter 19

When I returned home from a day at school I expected Theresa to still be at work, I expected that I would have the opportunity to play video games alone for about an hour before she returned. I expected that she would either cook dinner for us both, or she would delegate the task to me. Or we would order a pizza if none of us wanted to cook.

What I didn't expect to happen when I walked through the door was seeing Amy, the creepy girl from the night before, sitting on Theresa's couch alongside a dark-haired young man.

When she saw me walk into the apartment I could tell that she was surprised. The dark-haired man took no notice of my presence; instead he focused his attention entirely onto his IPod. If he did notice me, then he might have seen the anger upon my face as I started walking towards them.

"What the hell are you doing here? Don't you understand that Miss Roberts doesn't want anything to do with you?" I said to the blonde-haired freak with the barely concealed wings on her back. How nobody noticed her wings in school and reported her is a mystery.

"She loves me, she's just a little confused right now." Amy said with a voice that sickened me. Every word that this girl said after she broke into Theresa's bedroom and attempted to molest her sounded like acid burning my ears.

"She's not confused Amy, she just doesn't love you. She loves me, now get out of my apartment or I'll…"

"You won't do anything." The dark-haired young man said from the other side of the couch. What appeared to be sparks of electricity started to dance across the exposed flesh on his arms, and the icy tone in his voice sent shivers down my spine.

"I've killed before, and I'll kill again if I need to. The only reason that I'm here is because I owe my friend a favor." The young man said, his cold voice continued to terrify me. He didn't seem like he'd have any problem with ending my life, or any regrets about it afterwards. I started to wonder how Amy and a freak like this were able to meet. I didn't recognize him from school, and I don't think that I had ever seen him around the city.

"All I want to do is introduce Miss Roberts to my friend. They'll have a nice talk and then I'll bring her back home." The dark-haired man explained to me before he held out his hand.

"My name is Chris by the way." The man said as he held his hand out as if he was expecting me to shake it. He stared at me with an expectant look in his eyes. After a second or two of thought I held out my hand and allowed myself to shake hands with him.

As soon as my hand touched his I felt a searing pain throughout my body. My vision became blurry and certain parts of my body started to feel numb. My pulse started rising and I screamed against my will. I released his hand from my grip, yet the pain still continued. Amy stared at me with a look of fear in her eyes, while Chris held her and prevented her from moving from her position on the couch while I suffered.

I couldn't see anything, I could barely hear anything and I couldn't smell anything. The only thing that assured me that I wasn't dead was the fact that I was still able to think, and I was still able to feel pain as my body crashed onto the hardwood floor.

"Samantha!" I heard a muffled yell and I could feel the vibrations that were made by a person running towards me. I could feel my mind slipping into unconsciousness.

"Don't take her away." I whimpered softly. "She's all that I have." My eyes started to water and I could feel the moisture as it travelled down my face.

Then I felt nothing.

Here's an interesting dilemma. What do you do when your brother kills your sister and you're fully aware of what has happened but you're unsure of what to do about it?

Do I attack my brother, or do I forgive him? I don't know. I feel as though he should be punished but it's likely that he has a good reason for killing her. Perhaps death has lost all meaning to him because of how easy it is to kill someone and how easy it is for him to bring someone back to life. Maybe killing his sister was simply his way of subduing her.

Or maybe he was just using her death as a bargaining tool to get her girlfriend to come with him. Although, I wonder if he would bring her back from the dead regardless of what happened. He isn't completely heartless towards people who aren't close to him, but he certainly holds them in a much lower regard.

Maybe I'll punish him later for killing my sister. It won't be a harsh punishment, but it should be enough to ensure that he never touches her again.

His touches are deadly.

"Can you read me my favorite bedtime story tonight?" Lucy asked her sister, who was currently crafting what appeared to be a tray of sandwiches and a variety of different soft drinks. Cyndy turned to look at her sister and smiled.

"Of course I'll be able to read Goodnight Moon to you when the party's over." Cyndy said to her sister as she picked up the tray of refreshments and started walking toward the kitchen's exit. She paused to give her sister a small kiss on her cheek before leaving the room to place the tray on a table outside in her rather large, yet sparsely packed living room, with only five people sharing the couch facing the table where Cyndy had placed the refreshments.

Alison, who was sitting beside her older brother and two best friends gave Lucy a nasty look from across the room which she didn't seem to notice. The other three guests didn't seem to notice either, with Mike's eyes focused on his girlfriend and Rhonda and Tina's eyes focused on her as well. It appeared as if the only person in the room who wasn't staring at somebody was the newcomer in the room who was staring at the floor. The shy blonde haired girl was currently sitting on the edge of the couch with a nervous expression on her face.

"Would you mind if I stayed for that?" The timid young girl asked, to the shock of almost all of the people in the room. This was partly because they didn't expect the girl to say anything during the duration of the evening, and partly because they had forgotten that she was there. Cyndy simply smiled and walked over to the shy young girl.

"Of course you may, the more the merrier right?" Cyndy said with a slight chuckle at the end of her sentence as she smiled at the girl, the girl smiled back at her before surprising everyone by speaking again.

"I know it's a book written for children, but I find myself reading it every night before I go to bed. I think it would be nice to have someone read it to me for once." Felicia explained to the perplexed group of bystanders and Cyndy, who continued to look into her eyes with a compassionate and understanding smile upon her face.

"I understand completely, if you want you could also call your parents and see if they'll allow you to stay the night. It would probably be more preferable to listen to the story and immediately go to sleep instead of listening to the story and then walking back to your home alone at night." Cyndy said to the young girl, whose eyes seemed to light up slightly as she started to nod her head. The older girl smiled and extended her hand toward the girl, who accepted it graciously and allowed herself to be lifted from her place on the couch.

"Then follow me and I'll show you where the phone is so you can call your parents." Cyndy said with a smile as she started leading the girl up the stairs toward the wall-mounted phone within the upstairs lounge. Once the pair had completed their ascent up the stairs Rhonda turned to Tina and whispered in her ear.

"I wish I'd thought of that."

Chapter 20

"We were supposed to watch movies last night." I said to my friend as he sat beside me in the car that me and my brother had stolen from the purple scaled freak. Amy sat in the backseat of the car along with Miss Roberts and the now dead Samantha. Cress would have killed Miss Roberts if she hadn't agreed to travel with us willingly.

Of course, the only reason that she travelled with us was because we offered her the opportunity to bring Samantha back to life. I don't think that she realized what my brother planned to do to her.

"I'm sorry, Peter wanted to spend time with me. I couldn't say no." Cress tried to justify his behavior and I scoffed. Why would he lie to me when he knows that I can hear every thought inside his head?

"It's pointless to lie to me so why do you try?" I asked my friend, who only shrugged his shoulders in response. The teacher in the back was wondering if I was gay and attracted to my friend, while Amy thought that the argument that we were having was cute.

"Is sex more important than your friend?" I asked him, and as soon as the words left my mouth and I heard his thoughts in response I could tell that I'd made a mistake.

"Don't ever ask that." Cress said with a slight snarl that I believe went unnoticed by the passengers in the backseat.

"Do you realize how hard I work keeping us safe? Do you realize how much I've lost because I've never been able to touch anyone until a week ago? Do you understand what I've been going through for the past few years of my life?" Cress said to me, his thoughts were getting more emotional and the chatter in the minds of our passengers was making it difficult to concentrate on driving the stolen car.

"I wanted to help you through it, I wanted to be there for you when you suffered. You didn't have to touch me for me to enjoy your company." I said to my friend, his expression changed slightly and his mind started to calm down.

"Do you think that the only reason I spend time with Peter is because I want a sexual partner?" Cress asked me, I shook my head in response.

"No, in fact I'm not sure if you care about sex at all." I said to my friend. I could tell that we were only a few minutes away from our house; once we were there Puppet King would do what Amy wanted him to do. Then I would drive Amy, Samantha and Miss Roberts back to the apartment in the city. I wanted Cress to join me on the drive.

"I don't care that much about sex, but I like having the option to have sex with someone. To kiss someone, to hold someone's hand and act like a normal person." Cress said to me, I noticed that at some point Amy had wrapped one of her wings around her teacher and that her teacher appeared to act indifferent to the appendage. As though she wasn't entirely sure how she felt about Amy.

"Normal people play video games and watch movies with their friends Cress. We could have done that last night if you weren't staring into Puppy's eyes lovingly as you watched a movie that you hate." There was a small amount of anger in my voice as I spoke to my friend. Cress turned his head away from me and started to stare at the houses that we passed by as we drove.

"I'm sorry." Cress apologized. The girls were still irritating me with their thoughts on how cute the conversation we were having was.

"There's a nice television at the teacher's apartment. Maybe we could take some movies with us when we drive back." Cress said, against my will I started to smile at Cress's words and thoughts of a night spent miles away from all of our friends watching movies together.

"The teacher will be fine with it, she won't interrupt." My friend said to me, I didn't doubt him.

"That sounds pretty good." The smile remained on my face as I answered my friend.

"I'll bring a couple of video games as well."
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"We need to save the world, it's our destiny!" Titan announced loudly to us as we sat around the television in Neon's house and played a video game. This particular game was essentially a strange type of basketball, where the ball was on fire and the hoops were made of thick ice. The object of the game was apparently to be the first team to melt the ice.

"It's not our destiny. Our destiny is to stay away from Freud and live long lives." I said to my friend. Reaper nodded in agreement, and I smiled at him. Puppet King was right, I adored Reaper and the thought of anyone hurting him was a very unpleasant thought. If he were to die, I'd probably find his killer and attack him or her blindly without caring about my own safety. Reaper couldn't die because I would do everything in my power to keep him alive and happy.

"Fear me." Reaper said, and I nodded along with Eagle. I could understand everything that Reaper said, while Eagle guessed inaccurately most of the time.

"You're right Reaper, we should just let those freaks handle Freud. They seem strong enough to defeat him."

"But they're not heroes, they're villains." Titan growled angrily. "We don't want anyone to think anything different."

Chapter 21

"They want to kill you." The boy said to me from a chair in front of a computer screen. I didn't reply to him or acknowledge that I had heard what he said. The television screen broadcasting commercials was much too interesting to be ignored.

"They didn't like it when you used me like that. They didn't like it when you made me control the TVs." The boy continued to speak and although I was listening to what he was saying I did my best to avoid giving him any confirmation that I was listening.

"They're trying to find you, and I'm trying my best to make sure that they don't find us. I don't want to go back to the school." The boy whimpered as he stood up from the chair that he had been sitting on for the past few hours and started to walk towards the couch where I was seated.

"Promise me that you won't let them take me back." The boy said with tears in his eyes, he was now sitting directly beside me on the couch.

"I promise that they won't take you. As long as you help me I'll help you." I said to the boy, who smiled in response before laying his head on one of the couch's armrests. Within a few minutes he had fallen asleep, leaving me alone with my thoughts.

Every school that the government built had the facilities needed to teach the young freaks how to capture and murder the freaks that had managed to avoid being sent to the schools. Any freak that didn't want to receive the training necessary to become a Streetcleaner would be killed.

The boy, Tucker, had been sentenced to death. He saved himself using his ability to control machinery. When I asked him how he did this, he responded by claiming that he could talk to machines.

I had been asked to hunt him down and kill him after he had escaped from the facility. I found him a few days later living in an abandoned house. He had unlocked the house, which had conveniently been protected with an electronic lock, and he had been living in the house ever since his escape.

I didn't want to kill him because I saw that his ability could be useful in my quest to eliminate the humans from our world. We worked together to fake his death, manipulating all of the evidence that could have exposed our fraud. Nobody ever suspected a thing. At least, nobody suspected anything until the television incident yesterday.

I sighed. The boy was only thirteen years old and I dragged him into my mess. I saved his life, but he didn't deserve to die for me because of it. It was only a matter of time before the Streetcleaners found us, and I wasn't sure that I would be able to protect us both. I'd like to think that I would stay and protect him if we were attacked, but the reality is that I'd probably run away and leave him to die.

I sighed once again before getting up from the couch and walking towards the bedroom that he had claimed as his own in the house that we were currently living in. I had purchased two houses with the money that I had been given for killing approximately 60 freaks. The government only knew that I had purchased one.

I walked into the bedroom and pulled a light pink blanket off of Tucker's bed. The boy loved to sleep with his blanket, he carried it around with him during the short period of time that he had been confined in the facility where everybody wanted to kill him or control him. When I asked him why he had such a fondness for the blanket, he claimed that his mother gave it to him before her death. The blanket had a smiling purple dragon on it, and he often compared the color of my scales to the dragon's scales.

I never told him that I knew the Streetcleaner who murdered his mother. Although I had always been curious to know how he would have reacted upon learning that I used to play miniature golf with him on the days when we weren't killing freaks and destroying families. He hates me now, but at one point we had been close friends.

I covered his sleeping body with his blanket before I walked away from the couch. I left the room and walked towards my own bedroom, I vaguely wondered how late I had stayed up watching television. Once I reached the bed in my room I crawled underneath the covers and I laid down on top of the mattress. Within a few minutes I had fallen asleep.

"Thank you." Felicia whispered to the older girl was currently cradling her in her arms. The older girl smiled as she started running her fingers through the younger girl's blonde hair.

"You don't need to thank me, and you don't need to feel embarrassed. Everybody has nightmares." Cyndy said with a soft voice before giving the girl a reassuring smile which she hoped would calm her down enough for her to fall asleep.

"Yes, but most girls don't wet the bed after they have a bad dream." Felicia said before turning her head away from the older girl as if to hide the expression on her face. "And most teenage girls don't ask someone they've just met to read them a children's story before they go to bed." Felicia said as a small tear started to slide down her face which appeared to shimmer after being bathed in the light of the moon coming from the open window in Cyndy's bedroom. The older girl only smiled and started to gently rock the shy blonde-haired girl who still remained in her arms.

"If it makes you feel any better, Lucy had a nightmare just last night and immediately sought me out to comfort her." Cyndy whispered to the young blonde teenager.

"Our parents are many miles away from us and living in another house. So I doubt that Lucy would have received the comfort she needed by making a phone call to two people who are fairly apathetic towards her existence." Cyndy whispered, and upon feeling her friend's muscles tense slightly she started to pull the girl a little closer towards her.

"I suspect that you have a similar home life." Cyndy said, before chuckling slightly as her eyes wandered around her lavish bedroom.

"Minus the separate homes and large amount of wealth of course." Cyndy chuckled, and a similar sound was heard from Felicia, before her tiny display of humor was replaced with a misty-eyed expression and a sob as she instinctively wrapped her arms around her newfound friend and started to cry on her shoulder. Cyndy started rubbing her hands along her back in an attempt to soothe the blonde-girl who was currently sharing her bed.

"Sometimes I feel like nobody understands what it's like to be me." Felicia sobbed as she continued to allow her tears to be absorbed by Cyndy's pajamas.

"At my old school nobody understood what it was like to live with parents who didn't care whether you lived or died." Felicia said as she continued sobbing. "Nobody took the time to get to know me, to try to become my friend. Whenever anybody did try to talk to me it was because they felt sorry for me." Felicia continued to cry and sniffle as tears continued to flow out of her eyes, as though her body was attempting to rid itself of a large amount of poisonous liquid. Cyndy continued to rub her hands along her back in an attempt to soothe the girl who had found some form of comfort within her arms.

"It's okay." Cyndy said as she leaned in to whisper into the young girl's ear. "My ears are always here if you needed someone to talk to, and my shoulder is always here if you need something to cry on." Cyndy whispered, before giving the girl a gentle kiss on her forehead.

"You can talk to me about anything that's bothering you and I promise that I will listen." Cyndy said with a smile that was hesitantly returned by the blonde-haired girl who released Cyndy from her grip and draped her body over the lap of the older girl as she let out a yawn.

"Do you really mean that? Or are you just saying that to get something from me." Felicia said with a slightly bitter expression on her face as she remembered her experience in her old school with a rainbow-haired lesbian who thought that Felicia would make a perfect girlfriend. Cyndy nodded her head.

"I don't enjoy lying to people for personal gain, and I don't like seeing people in pain when I can do something to help them." Cyndy smiled before she started to stroke the top of the girl's head.

"And I already have a wonderful relationship with two people whom I love immensely, so I don't need to abuse your trust in exchange for physical pleasure." Cyndy said as she absent-mindedly noted how the moonlight shining on the blonde haired girl as she lay on her bed gave made her look quite a bit like what she expected an angel would look like. Felicia smiled before closing her eyes.

"Thank you." Felicia said as she fell asleep on her lap with a smile on her face that was returned with a smile from Cyndy.

"You're welcome." Cyndy said. She was content with the knowledge that her reply went unheard by the blonde-haired girl sleeping on her lap.

Chapter 22

"I'm sorry about Chris, he's really nice when you get to know him." A brown haired freak with oddly shaped ears said to me. I was lying down on the floor unable to move as the freak who had attacked me and Theresa healed my body while sitting on a chair.

"He killed me for no reason." I said to the freak who smiled in response.

"But then he brought you here so that you could be healed. He also agreed to help that nice girl find her one true love. Isn't that nice?" The freak said with an almost feminine voice. I considered rolling my eyes as I thought about Amy and her obsession with Theresa. Did she honestly believe that anything that these freaks could do would make Theresa love her the way that she loved me?

"Our little dog is right, Cress is a nice guy if you're his friend. Or his boyfriend in Puppy's case..." The freak from a few nights ago said, pausing to observe the other freak's admittedly adorable blush.

"…He's not very nice to anybody else though." The freak finished his statement before he stood up from the chair where he had been sitting.

"You're free to move now. Although Puppet King says that he wants you to stay for the night." The freak said as he stood beside the area where I was currently lying.

"Why?" I asked as I attempted to stand up. "Why won't you let me go home, and who's Puppet King?" I asked the freak as I succeeded in standing up and was able to make eye contact with him.

"You're not allowed to leave because we're afraid of what you will do when you discover what Amy's doing with Miss Roberts in her apartment." The freak said as he taunted me with a smile that made me feel incredibly angry. Why were these freaks so concerned with Amy's happiness and so adverse to Theresa's happiness and mine?

"As for your second question." The freak said as he pointed towards a set of stairs leading to the second floor of the house.

"Puppet King is upstairs in his room. He has a sign on his door asking people not to enter his room. If you have any self-preservation instincts at all you will not enter his room. Do you understand?" The freak asked me, I nodded my head in response. One of the freaks in this house had already killed me with a simple handshake; I didn't want to see what another freak from the house would do.

"Good. You can sleep in any room you like if you don't mind sleeping with a roommate." The freak said with a suggestive wink that made me roll my eyes.

"Or you can sleep on the couch. Fair warning though, I think that Puppy is going to be here all night waiting for Cress to come home." The freak gestured towards the freak, whom I now knew was named Puppy, who was currently blushing.
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"Nihilist remembers everything about that night, and so do you. Why is it that I don't remember anything about my first murder?' I asked Cress as we stood in the room where I had killed a little boy and his sister many years earlier. I didn't remember much about the murder itself, but I remember the location and I remember the cake that I ate afterwards. I also remember the night a week later when Professor asked me to join him in his room as he slept.

"You remember the people who you killed, and you remember where you killed them. That's more than everyone else who was there." Cress said quietly, I stared at him for a few seconds.

"There were others there?" I asked my friend, who looked away from me. His eyes studied the various objects in the room. I had asked him to meet me at this farm so that we could talk about a few things. For some reason, I always felt a strange sense of attachment to this farm. I feel like this house is the place where I truly started to embrace my true self.

"I want to kill the boy." I said to Cress, who nodded his head.

"I assume that you're referring to the handicapped freak who can only say two words." I nodded my head in response to Cress's statement.

"Why?" Cress asked me, I shrugged my shoulders in response.

"I want him dead and I want all of his friends dead. Then I want to rule the world." Cress raised an eyebrow.

"Do you have a plan to rule the world?" Cress asked, I gave him a small smile.

"I'm thinking of a plan right now."

Chapter 23

"All they're going to do tonight is cuddle on the teacher's bed." I said to my friend as we sat together on the woman's couch watching a movie about a group of children at a summer camp being hunted down and killed by a psychopathic camp counselor. Allegedly the movie was supposed to offer a gritty portrayal of a sexual psychopath. Aside from one scene early on in the movie where he forced a little girl to have sex with him before killing her, there was no evidence that the killer was motivated by any desire that was unrelated to murdering children.

"I guess so. Did you really expect anything different?" Cress asked me from where he was sitting beside me on the couch. The scream from a little boy on the television screen as he watched his love interest getting hacked to pieces with a machete made it hard to concentrate on what my friend was saying.

"Not really. It just seems like she's missing an opportunity. Puppet King can make her do whatever she wants her to do, and all she wants to do is cuddle." I shook my head.

"If that's all she wanted from her then she could have gotten a pillow and placed a picture of her teacher's face on it. It would have the same effect." I said to my friend, who was currently staring at the little boy who was currently watching in horror as the psychopathic counselor picked up one of the girl's severed hands and placed it overtop of the crotch area inside his pants.

"I don't think that you understand what true love is." Cress said to me, I turned to him and grinned.

"What do you think true love is?" I asked my friend, who smiled slightly in response.

"True love is what happens when the chemicals in your brain make you act crazy. If you don't act irrationally, then you're not in love." Cress said to me with the smile remaining on his face. I snickered a little as I thought of the way that Puppy acted around Cress, as well as the way that Amy was currently acting around her teacher.

"You could be right." I said to my friend, who was currently watching another senselessly violent scene from the movie.

"You know, when Freud comes to Edmonton Puppet King thinks that it would be a good idea to eliminate him." I said to Cress, whose gaze travelled from the television screen towards me.

"I know, he asked me to help him." Cress said with an expression on his face that indicated that he was at least a little bit uncomfortable with the conversation I wanted to have.

"He wants us to kill Freud, and then abandon our friends and help him inspire a revolution." Cress started to explain what I already knew from listening to his thoughts.

"Are you thinking about leaving Puppy?" I asked my friend, who shook his head.

"I want him to be safe, I want them all to be safe. If I die I'll die happy if I know that they're safe." Cress said to me, I frowned in response.

"Are you suggesting that we lock them away in an underground bunker somewhere when Puppet King starts his war?' I asked my friend, who shook his head.

"I'm suggesting that we keep them safe."

"…And they all lived happily ever after." Cyndy read out loud to the shy blonde haired girl who was currently resting her head on the lap of the older girl as they sat together on one of the three couches in the school's library. The girl smiled at her newfound friend as she closed the book and gently placed it on a small table located near the end of the couch.

"I think that's the best way to end a story." Felicia said with a smile on her face as Cyndy started to gently run her fingers through her blonde hair. "It feels nice knowing that the characters you've grown attached to in the story will continue to live happy lives after the story is finished." Felicia said as she allowed the silent rhythm of Cyndy's fingers and the body heat in her lap to send her into a state of relaxation.

"I agree that it's a pretty good way to end a story." Cyndy said with a hint of drowsiness in her voice that seemed to mimic the way Felicia was feeling at the moment.

"Everything works out well for the main characters and the reader usually learns a valuable lesson at the end of the story." Cyndy said with a smile before opening up her mouth and letting loose a small yawn. Seeing the older girl yawn made Felicia yawn as well, which had the unfortunate side-effect of making her feel more tired than she already was.

"Sometimes I think that the world would be a much better place if everybody had a narrator who could make us all live happily ever after." Felicia said with a dreamy smile on her face as her imagination started to paint a picture of the world she was envisioning. Cyndy smiled at the blonde-haired girl and leaned forward to give her a gentle kiss on her forehead.

"If I could be your narrator I would." Cyndy whispered into the blonde-haired girl's ear, causing her to blush.

"But I would much rather be the author of your book, because then I could make sure that you get to have the one thing that a pure-hearted girl deserves." Cyndy said with a smile that was sleepily returned by Felicia.

"What do you think I deserve?" Felicia asked, causing Cyndy to smile as she leaned in towards the girl for a second time to whisper into her ear.

"Love." Cyndy said, before placing a gentle kiss upon the forehead of the now sleeping blonde-haired girl.

"Say it." Puppet King whispered into Reaper's ear. The poor boy had his arms and legs duct-taped to a chair in the older freak's room. Reaper whimpered at the request and Puppet King's face remained as neutral as possible, barely any trace of emotion could be seen on his face.

"I want you to say it. It doesn't matter what you do, sometime tonight I need to kill you and I will regardless of what you say. But, I want to hear you say those words one more time before I do." Puppet King whispered to the boy, who continued to whimper as quietly as he could.

"Fear me." Reaper said, with a sob punctuating the end of his sentence. A small smile appeared on Puppet King's face as he walked away from Reaper towards his bed.

"See, that wasn't so hard was it? Now you can die in peace." Puppet King said as he approached his bed and crawled underneath his blankets. Reaper's breathing became shallower and his heart rate started to slow. The boy's eyes widened as he realized that he was about to die.

"Don't fight my control, I'm giving you a very peaceful death." Puppet King said from his bed as Reaper slowly died a few feet away from him.

"Fear me." Reaper begged for his life from where he was restrained in the room, Puppet King's smile went unseen in the dark of the night.

"Fear me." Puppet King said with a chuckle.

Chapter 24

It had been a wonderful week for Miss Roberts and me. Within just a few days I had my first kiss, my first sleepover, and I was contemplating having my first sexual experience. Miss Roberts was completely compliant to all of my demands, so every time I felt comfortable enough to take our relationship a little further all I had to do was ask.

Samantha tried to ruin our relationship. She claimed that Miss Roberts didn't truly love me; she claimed that Puppet King was manipulating her body and her mind. She told me that as soon as Puppet King freed her from his control that she would immediately go back to loving her.

She didn't realize that the love that we shared was real, and that it would continue to exist once she regained control of her body. She didn't realize what she truly desired, and now that I was free to show her what she wanted our love was free to grow.

Samantha also claimed that Freud was coming to Edmonton, and that by forcing Miss Roberts to remain in the city I was guaranteeing that she would die. What she didn't realize was that Puppet King had promised me that Freud would not kill Miss Roberts. If she did die Nihilist would bring her back to life and we would be free to love each other once again.

"I don't know if you can hear me, but I want you to know that I don't blame you for this. I blame her." Samantha said to Miss Roberts as her and I cuddled together on her couch while watching a movie.

"If she hadn't led those freaks to our apartment when she tried to rape you then none of this would be happening." Samantha said as she stared at me with eyes filled with hatred.

"If she would let you leave then you might have a chance at surviving." Tears started to appear within Samantha's eyes that seemed to cool the fires of hatred slightly as she moved towards Miss Roberts and placed her arms around her.

"I don't want to lose you again." Samantha sobbed as she held onto Miss Roberts. I considered commanding Miss Roberts to push her away, but I decided against it.

"When Sigmund comes to the city I don't want him to kill you. You're all that I have left. If I lost you I don't know what I would do." Samantha's sobs started to transform into soft pathetic whimpers as she tightened her hold on Miss Roberts.

"I don't care what you do to Theresa. Just as long as you make sure that she's far away from this city when Sigmund comes. As long as she's safe, I'll be happy." Samantha said as she released Miss Roberts from her embrace.
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"We need to kill him." Neon said to her friends as they sat on Eagle's couch drinking grape soda and eating potato chips. In the center of the room was the body of their close friend who had been delivered to their house inside of a cardboard box. Eagle's mother had brought down the box earlier that day when it had been appeared in front of the door to her house, and the group had opened it when they entered the basement. Eagle's mother, being the kind woman that she was, had prepared a bowl of chips and laid out four sodas for their group of friends. She assumed that Reaper would be enjoying a cold drink and a salty snack with his friends when they played video games together.

When she saw Eagle's friends open the box she nearly fainted. At the moment she was upstairs calling the police.

"He broke his promise, and he needs to die." Neon said as she tried her best to hold back her tears. All that she wanted to do at that moment was hold onto her friend and beg for him to return to life.

"He might be at the mall in a few days when Freud makes his appearance." Eagle said and Neon shook her head.

"That's what he wants us to do. He killed Reaper for a reason, and if we want to get our revenge we need to know what that reason is." Neon said to her friends, Titan growled before slamming his hands on the coffee table in the room and breaking it in half.

"He killed Reaper to mess with us, we need to kill someone that he cares about to mess with him." Titan said to his friends. Eagle glared at him .

"From what I've seen of him the only freaks that he cares about are his brothers and that lightning guy. We can't kill either of them, and we don't want to. We're better than him."

"Are we!" Titan yelled as loudly as he could.

"Are we better than him?"

Chapter 25

I waited in the living room of a house somewhere in the United States. I could have been in Canada, but I wasn't entirely sure. A few years ago I stopped caring about where I was, so most of the time I never bothered to find out what city or town I had destroyed.

This was the day that the mysterious man had told me about. He claimed that he would send somebody to pick me up and bring me to the mall. He told me that he'd find me no matter where I was; I hoped that he was telling the truth.

I always felt inclined to stay in a house with a dead family when I decided to stop walking and rest. For some reason the corpses of children always seemed to comfort me after I killed a number of presumably innocent people. Maybe I just like thinking that my sister has a new playmate in the afterlife. I imagine that she would be happy with the millions of little girls and boys that I've killed over the years.

A knock on the door of the house surprised me. I jumped slightly and I temporarily lost the focus that I needed to maintain in order to control my power. I heard a scream from outside as somebody was presumably dying because of me.

I started walking towards the door and the screaming stopped as I regained my concentration. I started to wonder how many people's lives would have been saved had I cared enough about random strangers to keep my power under control.

I opened the door and was greeted by a beautiful blonde teenage girl with wings on her back. She gave me a shy smile that I wanted to return, but instead my gaze dropped towards the ground. This was the first person, or freak, that I had seen for years who was able to look me in the eye and have a conversation with me.

"Are you Sigmund Freud?" The girl asked me, I shook my head in response.

"My name is Sigmund Roberts." I said to the girl while keeping my eyes on the ground. The girl giggled and I growled slightly.

"What's funny about my name?" I asked, remembering the jokes that people had made about my name online. Why they believed that comparing me to Sigmund Freud is funny is something that I don't think I'll ever understand.

"It's not that your name is funny, it's just that you and my teacher have the same last name." The girl answered my earlier question and I felt myself feeling a little more relaxed. Roberts was a fairly common last name I suppose.

"Is it safe for me to touch you?" The girl asked, and I nodded my head.

"As long as I feel that I can trust you you'll be safe." I said to the girl, who smiled before stepping a little closer towards me. I fought the urge to step backwards.

"I need you to hold on to me tightly when I fly." The girl said as she flexed her white wings.

"I'm not very strong, but my wings can lift us both. I'm not sure if I'll be able to hold on to you, so I hope that you can hold on to me." The girl said to me, I smiled slightly as I placed my arms around her body.

"We can hold on to each other." I said to the girl, the smile remained on her face as her wings flapped and lifted us into the air.

"Don't get any ideas, I already have a girlfriend."

"You need to break up with her." Alison said with a stern expression on her face as she walked beside her older brother through the hallways of the school towards Mike's first class of the day.

"I don't need to break up with her. Our relationship is just as strong as it was a month and a half ago, and it will be just as strong a few years from now when I ask her to marry me." Mike said to his younger sibling as a small smile started to form on his lips.

"I've been rehearsing what I'm going to say when I ask her, and dad said that if I worked 18-hours a day for the next two summers he'll give me the money to buy her an engagement ring." Mike said as an image of Cyndy agreeing to become his wife and accepting his wedding ring flashed into his mind.

"You need to listen to me." Alison said, snapping Mike out of his fantasy. "I know I'm not much of a romantic, but even I can see that there's something going on between Cyndy and that new girl." Alison said, causing Mike to chuckle.

"Rhonda said the exact same thing earlier. She called me after you left for school and told me that she had heard from Lucy that Cyndy fell asleep beside her." Mike said to his sister with a smile on his face.

"Most boyfriends would assume that she had been cheating on him and ended their relationship immediately after hearing something like that." Mike explained to his younger sister. "Instead, I see it as proof that she has a heart of gold and would make a wife that any boy would be proud to have married." Mike smiled at his sister who glared at him.

"After all, who else would read a bedtime story to a teenage girl without belittling her for her immaturity." Mike asked his sister, who responding with a stern look before pointing towards the doorway leading into the library.

"The same girl who would allow a girl she just met to fall asleep on her lap in a public place." Alison said as Mike turned his head towards the glass door leading to the library where his girlfriend appeared to be sleeping upright on a couch with a blonde-haired girl resting her head on her lap. Mike seemed to study the display for a few seconds before turning his head to face his sister.

"They're not kissing each other, they've just fallen asleep together. You and your friends do it all the time and I don't make claims that you're a lesbian." Mike said to his sister, who appeared to be surprised at his words.

"I am a lesbian, so that might not be the best example." Alison said, before turning her back on her brother and walking away, ignoring the shocked expression that seemed to overtake her brother's face as his gaze remained fixated on her back until she entered a classroom and disappeared out of sight.

"I knew that you'd come here eventually." Puppet King whispered to the group of three freaks who were walking towards the swing-set in the backyard of Puppet King's home.

"We have come to put an end to your evil deeds villain." Titan announcedas he walked towards the freak who continued to swing gently.

"I know that it's a terrible thing to feel helpless." Puppet King said, seemingly ignoring Titan's statement.

"I felt helpless when I was a child and my mother trapped me and my brothers in a dark basement and refused to allow us to see the sun shining in the sky. Our only light source was a small light bulb in the center of the room." Puppet King explained to the group before he stopped swinging and stood up.

"I felt so afraid of everything when I was free." Puppet King said as he started walking towards the group, who had stopped moving and seemed incapable of speech.

"It wasn't until I met a man who called himself Professor that I was able to conquer my fears and use my ability to protect myself and those who I love. I've always had the power to fight against those who wished to hurt me, but I never used my power because I was terrified. Right now, I'm the one who is tormenting you and Reaper's death was the event that made you realize your true strength. You could stop me from taking over the world." Puppet King said as he approached the group, once he was close enough he started to lightly stroke Titan's cheek.

"Which is why you need to die."

Chapter 26

"This is our big chance to be superheroes." Puppy said with excitement evident in his voice as he sat in the back seat of Puppet King's car along with Cress and Kit as we drove along the highway. Cress had one of his arms around Puppy in what could have been called a protective embrace, while Kit stared out the window watching the landscape as we drove.

I sat in the passenger seat in the front of the car while Jester drove towards the mall. I wasn't interested in saving the world from the wrath of Freud and the stupidity of the purple-scaled freak. What I was interested in was closure.

Ever since we got involved with the purple-scaled freak's plan we've had to deal with a love-struck girl with wings who refuses to leave us alone, an angry girl with gills, and a nationwide panic. At this point I just wanted to return to my old life, where the only thing that I had to worry about was a Streetcleaner trying to kill me and my family.

"We're going to save the world from a real supervillain, just like in the movies. Isn't that exciting?" Puppy asked, and I nodded my head in agreement. I liked the idea of travelling towards a confrontation with a worthy foe who is threatening to destroy the world. I liked knowing that our little group of freaks were the only freaks who could stop him and save the world.

I just wished that the purple-scaled freak could be called a worthy foe or a super villain.

"His name is Martin by the way." Jester said to me from the driver's seat of the car. "He has a friend who can communicate with electronic devices, so he probably already knows where we are." Jester spoke a second time, and I smiled a little. If the purple-scaled freak, Martin, knew that we were coming to confront him, then I'd imagine he'd be very frightened.

"I don't think that he's scared. He probably has Freud with him." Jester said with a slight smile on his face.

"He doesn't know that we've brought Cress along with us. If Cress can't take down Freud, then I don't think that anyone can." A thought crossed my mind after I had spoken.

"You're right, Puppet King could stop him." Jester said with a grin on his face and I glared at him to let him know that I was angry at him for listening to my thoughts without my permission.

"What does she have that I don't." Rhonda said as she glared at the blonde-hair girl who was currently sitting on Cyndy's lap at the lunch-table where Cyndy's friends usually sat during the lunch hour.

"Maybe she just feels sorry for her." Lucy said to her friend as a memory from the night before flashed into her mind of the blonde-haired girl sitting alone on a couch and attempting to be ignored by the party guests.

"She doesn't seem to be very interested in making friends, and Cyndy seems to be the only person who she'll talk to." Lucy said, causing her posh friend to scowl and fold her arms as though she were a child who had just been chastised.

Chapter 27

"My dear Amy, how are you today?" Puppet King asked me as I landed in the front lawn of the house where he and his friends lived. I had just dropped Freud off at one of the entrances to the mall and I was tired from the journey. All that I wanted to do was fall asleep on a comfortable bed while Miss Roberts slept beside me.

"I'm tired." I said to Puppet King, I was struggling to keep my eyes open at the moment. My eyelids felt like they weighed at least a few hundred pounds. Puppet King walked towards me and chuckled.

"That's not a very nice thing to hear my dear, especially since you promised me that you would fly me to the mall." Puppet King said as he wrapped his arms around my waist.

"I'll get you there." I said as I flapped my wings and lifted Puppet King and me into the air. I didn't fly as fast as I normally flew, and I hoped that Puppet King didn't care.

"My dear, do you realize how boring it is to control people's minds with such little effort?" Puppet King asked. I shook my head in response as I continued flying through the air.

"A few nights ago I found three little girls, all under the age of 10, playing in the park. I brought them into my room and made them dress in funny costumes." Puppet King said with a smile on his face that made me feel uncomfortable.

"Then I made them take off their costumes slowly as they kissed each other. I gave them each a pair of scissors so that they could cut the costumes off of their bodies while they kissed. The scissors were sharp, and they were a little clumsy, so they cut themselves and they bled on the floor of my room." Puppet King continued to tell his story, his smile still remained on his face and it continued to make me feel uncomfortable.

"Then I fucked them, and it was boring." I gasped a little as he finished his story. I knew that most of the freaks at the house were afraid of him, or at least felt uncomfortable around him, so I suppose his story shouldn't have come as much of a surprise. The fact that I had allied myself with a freak like Puppet King in order to get closer to my true love sickened me.

"My point is that controlling people's minds and bodies gets boring after a while. Once you've gotten past the thrill of sexual intercourse, and the novelty of getting people to do anything that you want to do, you start to get bored. After a while you stop viewing people as living breathing organisms and start to see them as robots. Robots aren't fun to control." Puppet King explained with the same incredibly disturbing smile still on his face.

"If I could control billions of people without using my gift, imagine how much fun I could have." Puppet King said as he started to laugh.

Apple72: You've crossed a line my dear. I guess I have too. I've been jealous and I've pushed you away from my loving embrace and into the arms of another.

Richgirl64: What have you done?

Apple72: I can't forgive you, I can't forgive myself and I can't forgive your new girlfriend.

Richgirl64: What have you done?

Apple72: I gave you and your girlfriend a little goodbye kiss while you two slept in the library. After I smeared my lips with poison of course.

Richgirl64: She's not breathing.

Apple72: And soon you and I won't be either.

Richgirl64: You're insane.

Apple72: Yes, love makes a person do crazy things doesn't it? And Cyndy.

Richgirl64: Yes.

Apple72: I still love you, and I always will.

Richgirl64: The strange thing is, I love you too.

Apple72: I think we have a few minutes left to live. Want to meet in the girls bathroom?

Apple72:….

Apple72: Cyndy?

Apple72: I guess you're dead.

My sister is dead, and I could nothing to stop her from dying.

I was angry, and I was depressed. I wanted to mourn the loss of my twin sister. I wanted to comfort my younger sister in her time of distress. I wanted to tear apart whoever was responsible for her death.

Like always, Martin had to do something stupid and I couldn't mourn the loss of my sister. Instead I had to travel towards the city where my sister had lived and stop whatever stupid plan Martin had come up with.

Stupid Martin, and stupid Agent One. If he had been protecting my sister liked he protected his sister then she would still be alive.

Stupid me for not protecting my sister like I should. Stupid me for not being a part of her life. Stupid me for watching from afar as she grew up. Stupid me for not watching her carefully enough. Stupid me for letting her die.

Chapter 28

"Sigmund Freud, I'm glad that you could make it." A young freak whose skin was covered with purple scales said as he stood on a pirate ship in the mall.

"Hello Spike." I said to the freak, whose smile faltered slightly as he started walking towards me.

"That's not my name Sigmund." The freak said as he stepped on to the wooden bridge that allowed access to the pirate ship.

"Sigmund Freud isn't my name. If you can call me that, then I'll call you Spike." I said to the freak, whose smile faltered a second time as he continued to approach me.

"You can call me whatever you like Sigmund, as long as you agree to help me." The freak said as he stood in front of me with one of his arms extended towards me as though he expected me to shake his hand.

"What do you want me to do exactly?" I asked the freak, the same smile still remained on his face.

"I want you to protect me from the freaks who are coming to kill me." The freak said. "And then I want you to kill a lot of humans to send a message." The freak said as his arm still remained extended while I still refused to shake his hand.

"And what message could killing a few more people send that the millions I've killed already didn't." I asked, and the freak shrugged his shoulders in response.

"It's the presentation I guess. What you've been doing so far is random murder, I think that a controlled killing spree for the good of our kind will frighten the humans more than what you're doing now." The freak said and I rolled my eyes. I didn't understand how millions of intentional murders could be more frightening than millions of unintentional murders. Of course, there are a lot of things that I don't understand.

"You said that there are freaks that coming to kill you?" I asked. The freak nodded his head in response.

"Yes, they either don't share my view that freaks should be the dominant species, or they simply want to kill me because they don't like me."

"Why don't they like you?" I asked. The freak shrugged his shoulders.

"We had a little disagreement a week ago. It's not a big deal, they just won't let it go." The freak said as he continued to hold out his arm expectantly. I sighed before shaking his hand. I didn't think that he was telling me the truth, but at the moment I didn't care. My instincts were telling me to kill the purple-scaled freak, and I ignored them.

I suppose I simply felt lonely and he was the closest thing I had to a friend.

"I promise that I won't let any of those freaks kill you." I said to the man, whose eyes seemed to brighten to show his happiness.

""Does that mean that you'll help me?" The man asked, and I shook my head.

"Not yet, six days ago you promised me a day of fun." I said to the freak.

"I want that day of fun before I murder millions of strangers."

Chapter 29

"They're all terrified you know. The police are all dead, the military is helpless and the civilians are too scared to step foot in this building." Jester said as we walked through the mall. Kit, Cress and Puppy walked behind us. Puppy seemed excited at the idea of eliminating the notorious Freud. Cress and Kit seemed at least a little bit frightened.

I couldn't fault them for that though. I'd be lying if I said that I wasn't terrified at the thought of being in close proximity to Freud. I could resurrect myself when I died, but that didn't mean that I was looking forward to dying.

"I guessed that when I saw the empty parking lot." I said to my brother, who shrugged his shoulders.

"I knew that when I read your mind. Can't I just have a conversation with my brother about the death trap we've just walked into?" He asked me with an unconvincing grin forming on his face as he looked towards me.

"I don't see what there is to talk about. If we die I'll bring us back to life. If we don't then we've saved the world, there's nothing to be afraid of." I said to my brother, whose unconvincing grin diminished slightly.

"Yes, but what if we can't stop him. What if he succeeds in taking control of the world and killing millions or billions of people? What then? Do we give up hope or do we keep futilely fighting against him?" Jester asked me. I looked behind me and I noticed that my friends were staring at my brother and me as we had our conversation.

"I don't want to lose to that idiot, if we do then the people who die because of our failure will be the equivalent of salt in an open wound. I don't want Miss Roberts, Amy and Samantha to be worthless grains of salt." I stopped for a moment and placed a hand on Jester's shoulder. He stopped walking and his head pointed towards the floor of the mall.

"In the grand scheme of things everybody is a grain of salt. But I guarantee that none of those grains of salt will be found in your wound after we're done." I said to my brother, who looked up to face me.

"So, you're saying that I'll have a wound when this is over?" He asked me, a small smile was beginning to form on his face. I nodded my head in response.

"You will have a wound when this is over, but it won't be a monument to your defeat. It will be a battle scar, a triumphant tribute to your victory." I said to my brother who started to laugh. Within a few seconds I joined him, along with the rest of our friends.

"That was probably the cheesiest thing I've ever heard you say." Jester said to me after he and I were finished laughing. I nodded in response and a chuckle escaped from my mouth.

"All the best motivational speeches are. Now let's…" I stopped speaking as I felt a severe pain all throughout my body. My body started to feel incredibly warm and I could feel my heart rate rising quickly.

Behind me I heard Puppy and Kit scream, but I couldn't hear Cress or Jester. Against my will I started to scream as I clutched my head in a futile effort to make the pain stop.

My eyesight might have gone blurry, but I didn't know because I refused to open my eyes. All that I wanted to see was darkness; I did not want to see my brother or my friends in pain.

"I love you." I heard a voice screamed as I started to lose consciousness. I couldn't tell whose voice said the words because it was buried underneath the screaming of my friends and family.

I fought to remain alive, but I quickly discovered that it was pointless to fight against whatever force wanted me dead. I thought of Freud and the fact that nobody in the world had any idea how he had killed so many people, then I thought of the way that me and my friends were currently dying.

"So this is what he does." I whispered to myself as I lost consciousness and allowed death to claim me.

I let him die.

Years ago I had placed a device into his body that allowed me to monitor his vital signs. My special phone would send me a notification if there was anything wrong with him. I received a notification when he was sick, I received a notification when he was injured, and I had recently received a notification that he had died.

My brother died because of Freud and I let him die. I'm not sure what I could have done to save him, but I know that I did nothing. I suppose it was karma's punishment for him, he killed my sister and now he's dead.

He'll be alive again soon, but I was still angry that he was dead. Martin the idiot managed to kill my brother and I was ordered to do nothing to help him.

I growled and I told Agent Two that I wanted to attack Martin and Freud. She restrained me and told me to wait for the order to attack. I growled at her before I attempted to liquidize her bones, her response was to transform her skin into steel that would support her when I used my ability. She told me that she didn't want to fight me, but she would if I disobeyed a direct order from the superiors in our organization.

She then told me that she had done nothing when her sister had died because she was ordered to complete this mission. She told me that although she wanted to mourn for her sister she couldn't because she was ordered to kill Martin and Freud alongside me.

She then told me that unlike my brother her sister was not going to be brought back to life anytime soon.

I gave up, and I decided to wait with her until we received the order to interfere with Martin's plans. Maybe I would appreciate his death more if I had to wait for it.

Chapter 30

"I'm not going to carry you if you're tired." I said to Amy as we walked through the mall. Amy was panting behind me and walking far slower than I'd like her to. I suppose I'd be feeling tired if I had just flown the distance she had carrying Freud, then flown a much smaller distance to carry me.

"Why do you need me here anyways?" The girl asked. I didn't know how to answer that question. I could tell her that I had used my special ability to force Miss Roberts to slaughter Samantha in their apartment and I didn't want her to see because I wanted to make Miss Roberts kill her next. Or I could lie to her and leave the surprise unspoiled.

"I want you to watch me when I kill my brother and every other freak in this miserable building." I said to the girl whose eyes widened in shock.

"Except for you and I of course, your death will come later." I said to the girl and continued walking as the girl continued to follow me through the mall.

I've always liked the atmosphere at West Edmonton Mall. A person, or a freak, could spend hours walking around doing absolutely nothing. Looking at the toys and electronics in the window displays was always fun, and watching the people in the mall was usually good for a little entertainment.

Sometimes I would come into the mall and use my gift to have some fun with the people. Sometimes I would make a large man beat a smaller man to the point of unconsciousness, death or serious injury and film the fight for my own amusement. Other times I would simply abduct a little girl, or a teenage girl, or a mother, or a group of girls and have some private fun in a utility closet. Most times I either shoplifted or forced people to buy me nice things.

Truth be told, no place ever made me feel more like a king than West Edmonton Mall. Every person walking around was a potential servant in my eyes, and everything within the mall belonged to me. The mall was just keeping it all safe and well maintained for me.

"Puppet King, I'm so glad you're here." A familiar voice said to me, snapping me out of my thoughts instantly. Amy immediately ran up to the freak lying on the ground amidst a small pile of bodies and appeared to try and help him up.

I waved my hand and gave an unspoken command that caused the girl to release the freak from her grip and freeze in place.

"Nihilist, why are you glad that I'm here?" I said to the my brother, who responded with a smile as he attempted to stand up and failed.

"Freud is a lot stronger than we thought he was. We didn't stand a chance, but maybe you could stop him and the purple-scaled freak from doing whatever it is they want to do." Nihilist said as he continued to try to stand up. It was pathetic watching my brother in such a state that he was unable to stand and barely able to speak.

"Nihilist, do you realize that I've been molesting little girls for years in my room, and that I've started murdering them after I got bored of intercourse and ran out of fetishes to experiment with?" I said to my brother, who stared at me with expression that indicated that he was not surprised by my confession.

"I do." My brother said to me, I started walking closer to my brother and Amy continued to remain frozen in place.

"You could have helped me. I didn't start out fucked up, and although my mother is partly to blame, the rest of the blame falls upon my brothers and my friends." I said to my brother as I continued to step closer towards him. I could see a little bit of fear and confusion appear on his face.

"You could have helped me when you saw the monster that I was transforming into. You didn't have to do much, you could have just invited me to play video games or hang out every once in a while, or even just let me talk about what I was going through. Instead, you abandoned me, you left me to sort out every problem that I had on my own." I continued walking towards my brother, I saw his eyes starting to water as tears started to appear.

"We played video games with you and we talked with you." Nihilist said, and I shook my head.

"You spent time with me when it was convenient, you talked to me when it was convenient. That's not what friends do, much less family." I said to my brother, his tears had started to escape from his eyes and were now beginning to run down his face.

"I'm sorry, none of us knew how to deal with you. All we knew was that you were a sociopath." Nihilist whimpered. A smile started to appear on my face as I stopped walking and stood less than a few feet away from him.

"I was eccentric, I was troubled, and I felt like no one understood the pain that I was going through except for my brothers. I wasn't born a sociopath, you made me into one, and now it's time for you to suffer." I lifted up my hand and forced my brother to stand with his severely weakened body. He clenched his teeth as he felt the pain that I wanted him to feel, and I chuckled slightly at his discomfort.

"Now be a good boy and drown yourself while I find that purple-scaled freak." I said to my brother, whose body seemed to move against his will towards the nearest body of water within the mall. I could see him wincing in pain with every step that he took.

"I'm sorry that you had to see that my dear." I said to the girl as I freed her body from my control and allowed her to move.

"We should probably leave now and let these bodies rot."

My name is Mike Watterson. It has been 3 months since my sister and the love of my life were found dead at school. The autopsy report claimed that there was no evidence of foul play, that they had both died of a heart attack along with Felicia. I didn't believe a word they told me, I knew that something strange happened. I knew that they had been murdered.

What I didn't know was who had killed her, and why they covered it up. Why didn't they want anyone to believe that their deaths were the result of a sick and depraved individual or a group of individuals? Who was 'they'?

Two months after her death I had been lying underneath a tree at my dad's farm drinking from a bottle filled with red wine. Cyndy had given it to me, along with 35 other bottles, as a gift. She claimed that the wine had been sent to her by her parents for her birthday, but she didn't enjoy wine so she gave the bottles to me. I wanted to drink a few of them on our wedding night, now most of them are gone.

I didn't drink them all. I smashed a lot of them in frustration after I heard about her and my sister's deaths.

While I was drinking from one of the bottles a figure walked up to me. He said that his name was Agent One and that he wanted to help me. I told him to leave. Then he told me that Cyndy was alive and that I could see her.

I stood up from the ground and I pinned him against the tree. I demanded that he allow me to see my beloved Cyndy. He smiled at me, and then I found myself lying on the ground unable to move. It was as though my bones had been replaced with water.

He told me that if I wanted to see Cyndy or Alison again I would need to do him a favor when he asked me to in 2 months.

It has been one month since he spoke to me, and I'm anxiously waiting for him to return. I would move the Earth with my bare hands if it meant that I could see Cyndy again.

Chapter 31

I was honestly surprised at the amount of fun that Freud and me had been having as we played in the abandoned mall. We swam in the waterpark, we played with and then stole a number of things from the shops, and we had fun talking with each other. We were going to have more days of fun as we worked towards world domination and sought revenge for all of the freaks that had died.

Then his heart stopped beating, and as hard as I tried to revive the murderer I found that I was unable to save him.

"Quit wasting your time." A voice said from behind me, I growled before turning around to face whoever had spoken. A curse word remained unspoken in my throat as I turned around and saw the freak who was probably responsible for my new friend's death.

The Puppet King himself was standing in front of me with the winged girl that I had met a week ago standing by his side. Although I hadn't met him in person, I spent a portion of time during the days that I had spent preparing to meet Freud gathering information on him, along with information on his brothers and Cress. I thought that Freud could have eliminated him easily and I thought that he didn't pose much of a threat. He didn't seem interested at all in the drama that I had created after announcing mine and Freud's meeting, and he didn't seem to want to aid his brothers in stopping me.

I guess I was wrong.

"I stopped his heart, and I'm going to stop yours unless you give me a reason to keep you alive." The Puppet King said to me, his gaze locked with mine and I was almost shocked at how relaxed he appeared as he stared at me. As if he honestly didn't care about me, or the situation, or even the fact that he had just murdered the most notorious freak in the world.

"I could be useful to you. I know lots of important Streetcleaners." I said to him, he still appeared to be disinterested in the situation.

"I don't care about Streetcleaners, I'll kill them all when I take control of this world." The Puppet King said to me as he raised his right hand.

"I'll start with you." I started to feel my heart rate begin to slow down. I gasped and clutched my throat as I realized that I had suddenly found it very difficult to breathe.

"Please…don't…" I begged as I attempted to get as much air into my lungs as possible. I knew that I would soon join my friend and my brother in death, but I wanted to survive for as long as possible. If I prolonged my life by a single second, I would count that as a victory.

"The puppet does not beg to be released from slavery, the puppet simply does whatever the puppeteer wants him to do. Right now I want you to die." The Puppet King said as he turned and walked away. Leaving me to die.

I woke up in a white room within the protective embrace of Cyndy, who was currently stroking my hair with a soft smile on her face. I could tell that she was worried, and I assumed that being inside of this white room was a bad thing, but I couldn't feel too frightened while I was being held by my friend.

"Where are we?" I asked my beautiful friend who continued to gently stroke my hair.

"You are in the basement of School Number Zero." A voice said from behind me. I turned my head and gasped when I saw a girl who looked almost exactly like Cyndy staring at me next to a metal door. The only difference between them was the sharp metal claws on the girl's hands.

"Who is that?" I asked my beloved Cyndy as I pointed at the girl. Cyndy sighed.

"Apparently she's my twin sister."

Chapter 32

I didn't expect to wake up; I expected to remain in darkness forever. I didn't think that I would speak again, I didn't think that I would touch anything again, and I didn't think that I would see anything again.

Then I opened my eyes and I saw my brother standing in front of me, with Cress standing beside him.

"I assume that everything went according to plan." I said to my brother and my friend who nodded their heads.

"Of course it did, otherwise you'd still be dead." Cress said as he walked towards me and held out his hand, I reached out and used his hand to pull myself off of the floor so that I could stand up.

"What do we do now then?" I asked my friends, who shrugged their shoulders simultaneously.

"We'll leave Kit and Puppy, Nihilist will eventually come back and fix them, just like he fixed you and Cress." Puppet King said as he turned around and started walking away from the bodies of our friends. Cress followed him and I followed Cress.

"I don't know how we'll do it, but eventually we'll conquer the world. Just like mother wanted us to." Puppet King said as he walked, I shuddered slightly at the thought of my mother.

"Nihilist, Kevin and Peter…They'll just get in our way. We need to remove all of our weaknesses if we want to be emperors." Cress said as we reached one of the doors leading outside the mall. He held the door open and I stepped through the doorway to the outside world.

"Nihilist isn't a weakness, he's the greatest asset we have." I said to my friends as we walked towards our car in the parking lot of the mall.

"He's the greatest asset Puppy and Kit have. We're going to start a war and we want them to be safe. It's for the best." Puppet King said, I could hear the thoughts of Cress as he thought about abandoning his oldest friend and his newfound lover.

"We might need to start with Washington if we're going to start this war. We'll send a statement to the world by killing the President." I said to my friends, as we approached our car.

"Also, that's where Professor lives, so we can pay him a little visit while we're there." Cress said, and I heard brief thoughts of murder and rage within the heads of Puppet King and Cress as they thought of Professor.

"The first thing we need to do before we fight our war is to talk to Professor. The second thing we need to do before we fight our war is to get soldiers. So I suppose Washington would be the best place to start." Puppet King said as he opened the door at the back of the car and stepped inside. Cress sat in the driver's seat and I sat down in the passenger's seat.

"Right before Puppy died he said that he loved you. Will he still love you when we've done what we're about to do?" I asked my friend as he started the car.

"I don't know, but if he doesn't, then he might have never loved me in the first place." Cress said as the car's engine started up and he drove away from the mall. I took a look at the door of the mall that we had exited through and saw that our friend's were running towards us and screaming at us to stop the car.

"Does he still love me?" Cress asked as we drove away from the mall. I quickly listened to Puppy's thoughts and nodded my head.

"He does, he's scared and he doesn't understand why we're leaving, but he still loves you." I said to my friend who started to smile.

"That's good to hear." My friend said to me as our friends disappeared from sight as we continued to drive.

"Don't forget that we need to make a stop at a hotel before we get too far with our plan." Puppet King said from the back seat of the car.

"It's very important."

"I won't do it." I said with a whimper as I felt a searing hot piece of metal being shoved into my anus. For the past three weeks I had been tortured by the government inside the facility they called School Number Zero. They brought me here after my body had healed from the injuries I had sustained when they dropped a nuclear bomb on me and my friends. I had done whatever they asked me to, I had healed everyone they asked me too. I had been the perfect little slave because I didn't see any other options.

Then they brought in Puppet King's corpse and asked me to heal him. They wanted me to restore his life, and I refused. I knew what Puppet King was capable of, and I knew that despite their intention to use him as a weapon or an asset they wouldn't be able to control him.

"You don't understand how useful he is to us. You don't understand the plans we have for him." A man wearing a black tuxedo said to me as he shoved the hot piece of metal further into my body. The man was wearing a black mask that covered his entire face, so I couldn't see what he looked like.

"You don't understand. He'll kill us all if he gets the chance. He's evil." I said to the torturer, who continued to force the metal further into my body as if he assumed that it was an effective tactic.

"If you don't do it then they'll kill Cyndy and Alison again. I can't let that happen." The torturer said, before he forcibly pulled the piece of metal out of my body with a single yank, which made me howl out in pain.

"I would make a deal with the devil and sentence the entire human race to burn for a thousand years if it meant that I could see my lover and my sister again."

Chapter 33

"Chris…" Puppy whimpered as we walked through the mall. After we had seen my two brothers and our friend drive away without saying goodbye we were a little upset.

I knew that Puppet King was powerful, and I knew that Jester and Cress were useful to him. I also knew that whatever Puppet King needed two useful freaks for was probably not going to beneficial for anyone except for him.

The fact that he presumably murdered Freud before he drove away made me suspect that whatever his intentions were, Freud was probably a deterrent that needed to be eliminated. Which meant that we needed to reanimate Freud.

"Why did they leave us?" Puppy asked as we continued walking through the mall. I was wondering the same thing, and I assumed that Kit was as well. Perhaps Puppet King abandoned us because he hated us, but for whatever reason he didn't abandon Jester or Cress. Which meant that he either needed them for some reason, or he preferred their company to our company.

"I smell two dead bodies close by." Kit said as he paused to sniff the air.

"Both of them are dead. No burnt flesh, which means that Chris didn't kill them. No external injuries either." Kit said, I sighed in response.

"Which means that Puppet King killed them and preserved their bodies as best as he could." I said to my two friends. A thought came into my mind that perhaps Puppet King wanted us to reanimate the mass-murderer and the idiot. Perhaps them being alive, us being angry, and our two friends travelling with him was part of an elaborate scheme to conquer the world.

Or maybe he assumed that I would think that he wanted me to reanimate their corpses, which meant that not having them reanimated was part of his plan. Maybe both options were interchangeable variables in his plan that would be successful no matter what we did.

I guess one of the reasons why I disliked my brother was that he had a way of messing with my mind with little to no effort.

"There are the bodies." Kit announced once we reached a section of the mall that was surrounded by restaurant kiosks. Some people like to call it the food court, in my spare time I've been trying to think of a better name for it.

"Okay, I'll bring back the purple-scaled idiot first and see what he knows." I said to my friends as I lifted my hand and focused on the purple-scaled freak's corpse.

"Why don't you two see if you can break into one of these places and make us a snack. This could take a while."

The order to interfere with Martin's plan was sent to my phone by my superiors. I looked up from my phone and found that Agent Two appeared to be looking at a similar text. I smiled at her as I started to load up an assortment of guns and knives onto my utility belt.

I told her that I didn't know what I would need to eliminate Freud, so I packed a lot of guns and a couple of little gadgets. She told me that she didn't need any weapons because she had faith in her ability. She asked me if I had faith in my ability.

I told her that I did and then she asked me why I felt the need to carry weapons if I had faith in my ability. I thought about the question for a bit before I told her that although I did have faith in my ability, that didn't mean that I was ignorant of Freud's power.

If I found myself unable to defeat Freud with my ability then I wanted some sort of backup plan. I didn't want to leave the city until he was dead and Martin was finally punished for his idiocy.

Chapter 34

"Why is this kid important?" Cress asked me as he drove down the highway. We had stopped by the hotel where Martin had been staying at for the last three days and I used my power to force to kid to walk out of his room and sit down in our car. We had been travelling for around six hours. Me and Cress were still wide awake and prepared to travel for a few more hours. Jester and the kid were currently taking a nap.

"The two things we need to worry about are people and machines. Me and you can take care of the people, the kid can take care of the machines. It's simple." I looked at my sleeping brother in the front seat of the car and sighed. I've always enjoyed seeing my brother sleeping peacefully.

"If Martin hadn't been thinking about this kid and his unique power we might have never known about him." I said to my friend, who nodded his head.

"Do you ever think about Professor? About what he did to us?" Cress asked, and I nodded my head.

"Probably once every week. The nightmares are still pretty bad though. Do you think that Jester has nightmares about it?" I asked my friend, we both looked at the peacefully sleeping Jester and simultaneously shook our heads.

"Probably not. He might not even remember that night." Cress said, a gentle smile started to appear on my face as I thought about the possibility of my brother having no recollection of that night many years ago. The night where our so-called savior invited us into his room for a night of fun. Perhaps that was the night where I gained an appetite for perverse sexual play and Cress realized that he was attracted to the same gender. Or perhaps that was the night where our minds because just a little more messed up.

"You know, when I go out at night and protect us from Streetcleaners, I'm actually protecting Puppy and Jester from people like him." Cress confessed to me, and I smiled.

"I've been keeping him away from the house ever since that night." I said to my friend, causing him to smile.

"I wonder if they realize how much we care about them."

"Why can't you torture this guy?" I asked Agent One as we sat in a booth at a local restaurant in the city. Me and Cyndy used to come here every Thursday night and we would always order a bowl of mushroom soup, a tuna sandwich and two glasses of soda pop. I haven't eaten any of those things since her death.

"We have our reasons. One of those reasons is because Agent Two requested it, but you didn't hear that from me." Agent One said before he took a sip from his glass of jellybean-flavored soda.

"Why did he request me?" I asked, Agent One grinned before he took another sip of his soda.

"He is a girl. Agent Two said that her sister was feeling a little lonely, she missed you and now she wants to see you again. She's not exactly the same girl you fell in love with anymore, but I'm sure she'll still be glad to see you and you'll do anything to see her."

He was right, I would do anything to see her again. If that meant torturing some poor guy than by all means I would do it. Although, I doubted that Cyndy would be proud of me if I did so.

"Okay." I said to the strange man, who responded with a smirk.

"Okay what?"

"Okay, I'll do it. Just as long as I can see Cyndy again."

Chapter 35

"You did this to her." Samantha said as she glared at me from in between the doorframe of Miss Roberts's apartment. I looked behind her to see my beloved Miss Roberts thrashing on a chair. She was currently restrained, with duct tape and ropes preventing her from moving from the chair. He mouth was duct taped shut, which caused her cries to be muffled and incomprehensible.

"She attacked me, and if I hadn't restrained her she would have killed me." Samantha said to me with venom lacing her voice. I pushed her aside and started walking towards the restrained Miss Roberts.

"I don't know what the hell you and that freak did, but you messed her up really bad. And you have the audacity to justify your actions by claiming that you did it because you're in love." Samantha's voice rang out with the same venom lacing her voice as I ignored her and continued walking towards my teacher. Miss Roberts wasn't crazy, she was just confused at the moment. Maybe she missed me.

"Miss Roberts." I said quietly as I kneeled in front of my teacher. The woman growled at me and I moved my hand towards the duct tape on her mouth.

"Don't touch it." I heard Samantha say. I ignored her and quietly ripped the duct tape from her mouth, which caused her to cry out.

"You are not needed in Puppet King's empire." The woman said after a few seconds. I stared at the woman who smiled at me. The smile seemed oddly similar to the smile that appeared on Puppet King's face when he described his sexual exploits.

"Puppet King does not want you in his empire, therefore you are not needed in his empire." Miss Roberts said.

"What did you say?" I asked the woman, who continued smiling.

"You are not needed in Puppet King's empire." The woman said to me. I sighed before I placed the tape that I had removed onto her mouth, muffling her voice once again. This was obviously not the same Miss Roberts that I had fallen in love with.

"We need to talk to my friends. Something is not right." I said to Samantha, who growled in response.

"You're damn right that something's not right. You broke Theresa." Samantha growled, I sighed before I started walking towards the balcony of my teacher's apartment.

"Take the tape off of her mouth and let her scream for help, somebody will free her eventually." I said to Samantha, who was still staring at me with eyes filled with hatred.

"Then I want you to hold on to me when I start flying. I know that my friends will help us fix her, we just need to ask."

"Lucy, Rhonda, Tina. They're all dead?" Cyndy said to her sister, who nodded her head.

"Alison killed them. This place was built for a reason my dear sister." Agent Two said to her sister. Felicia was lying in a corner of the room sleeping peacefully, completely unaware of the conversation between the girls.

"We're going to rebuild the world. But before we can even think about rebuilding our world we need to destroy it so that the strongest people and freaks can rise from the ashes. We need only the strongest and the most necessary individuals in our new world." Agent Two said to her sister, who shook her head.

"I still don't understand. Why did you save me and Felicia? Why can't I see Alison if she's in this facility? Why won't you tell where Mike is?" Cyndy asked, Agent Two chuckled before leaning towards her sister and giving her a gentle kiss on her forehead.

"You're here because you're special to me. We shared the same womb for many months and I love you. Felicia is here because in the original world you two were in love. If your memories ever return, you'll likely be in love again." Cyndy stared at her sister with confusion evident on her face.

"It's alright if you don't understand. I don't understand myself. There are a lot of things that I'm not being told. Just know that you and Felicia are very special, you will meet Alison again when the new world is established, and Mike has a very important part to play in our plan."

Chapter 36

"I'm telling you that I don't know anything about what that crazy brother of yours wants." I said to Nihilist, who was currently working on reanimating Freud. Puppy and Kit glared at me as they ate their burgers and fries at one of the many tables within the food court.

"He killed you and Freud. Then he took Cress and Jester with him when he drove off, he has to have a reason." Nihilist said, and I shrugged my shoulders.

"Maybe he does, but I have no idea what that reason is. Maybe he's planning to take control of the world and he thinks that Freud would pose a threat to his plan." I said to the group of friends. I noticed that Freud had started to twitch on the ground where he was lying.

"Then why did he kill you?" Kit asked, and I shrugged my shoulders again in response.

"Either he enjoys killing freaks, or…" I paused as a thought passed through my head. One of the freaks that Puppet King apparently chose to join him on whatever quest he had planned could read people's minds. Perhaps it was possible that he was listening to my thoughts about Tucker, and wanted to eliminate me so that he would join their quest.

"Oh shit." I whispered to myself. Both Kit and Puppy's ears twitched slightly in response. Nihilist continued to remain busy and Freud's eyes started to open slowly.

"They're coming to kill me." I said to myself as I thought of the Streetcleaners who wanted to kill me. The only reason they hadn't killed me was because Tucker was controlling their phones. As long as they didn't receive the order to attack me I was safe.

"Who's coming to kill you? I'll make sure that they don't." Freud said slowly as he attempted to stand up. Nihilist gently pushed him back down to the ground.

"You're not ready to stand yet. Wait a few minutes, and don't kill us again." Nihilist said before turning to face me.

"Who's coming to kill you, and why should we care?" Nihilist asked me.

"The Streetcleaners." I said to the freak, who nodded his head.

"And why should we care?" Nihilist asked, I growled slightly in response.

"You should care because me, Freud, and you freaks might be the only ones who can stop whatever Puppet King's planning." I said to the group of freaks in front of me.

"And we can't stop him if we're dead."

We were given the order to kill Freud and Martin. We immediately drove to the mall and saw that Freud and his little entourage were just walking outside. Which was convenient.

So we attacked him, or attempted to at least. Before I could attack I found myself unable to move. I felt an extraordinary amount of pain in my body and I fought against the urge to scream, although Agent Two screamed enough for both of us.

We never stood a chance, and we died on the parking lot of the mall. The only thing I gained from the experience before my death was a certain level of empathy towards the freaks that I had killed throughout the years.

Chapter 37

My name is Tim, and I'm a sixteen-year old freak. I was born with the ability to make flames appear from my body, which was a fairly useful ability. If I ever went camping I could start a campfire with very little effort, and if I ever decided to smoke I'd never have to spend any money on lighters or matches. I would consider myself lucky if the Streetcleaners weren't patrolling this city constantly.

Washington DC, the city where I live, was also the place where the largest school for freaks was located. This was where the freaks who were believed to have the potential to be extremely powerful Streetcleaners were located. This was where Martin, the infamous fire breathing purple-scaled freak, had been trained.

I would have been a Streetcleaner if Professor hadn't rescued me from the school. He rescued me, then he brought me into his home and we've been living together ever since. He bought me the plush toy pony that I would eventually call my girlfriend.

The beautiful purple plush pony, who was named Vanity, had started speaking to me as soon as I was alone with it in my room. We talked, we laughed, and we quickly fell in love with each other. I suppose it was a little odd that a plush pony was able to talk with me and that I was able to fall in love with her. But it was also odd that I was able to conjure fire at any moment.

I had been watching a news program while Professor was cooking our supper in the kitchen. It had been four days since Martin, Freud and three other accomplices that no one really cared about, had been seen emerging from West Edmonton Mall. The five of them had been attacked by a duo of Streetcleaners and they had quickly killed them. Afterwards they stole a vehicle and had been driving ever since. Streetcleaners, as well as a number of ordinary people, had been trying to kill them.

I was curious about how this story would end. Would Martin and Freud be killed? Or would they survive and enact whatever plan they had? Martin had gone rogue the second he broadcasted his intention to meet Freud on live television, and the government immediately labeled him as a threat that needed to be eliminated. A bounty had been placed on him and many proud American citizens were preparing to kill him and collect the bounty. Guns were purchased, explosives were purchased, and thousands of people were travelling to locations where he was expected to pass through with his accomplices so that they could kill him. Of course, since Freud was with him, the people who attempted to kill him had been quickly eliminated.

"Will you keep me safe from Martin?" Vanity asked me as she sat beside me on the couch watching the news. I nodded my head as I pulled her towards me and started to squeeze her soft body.

"I'll try my best." I said to the pony, who smiled at me. I was about to give her a kiss when I heard the doorbell ring. I sighed as I gently released her from my grip and placed her on the couch. I walked towards the door and opened it, to see two boys standing in front of the doorframe.

"Good afternoon, we're here to see the pedophile." One of the boys, who had dark hair and what appeared to be small amounts of glowing electricity running through the veins in his arms. Every once in a while I saw a spark fly off of his body.

"Chris, it's been a long time." Professor's voice was heard from the living room, as well as the sounds of footsteps that indicated that he was walking towards the two strange boys. The two boys followed his movements with their eyes as they stared at him. it was evident that they weren't happy to see him.

"You and Puppet King are just as beautiful as I remember, I still have your uniforms if you want to play. I don't think they'll fit you anymore however." Professor said, the two boys growled in response.

"We're not interested in playing Powerpuff Girls with you Professor. We're interested in revenge." The dark haired freak said as he reached his hand towards the Professor and grabbed him by his neck.

"You weren't hard to find, one look at your Facebook page and we knew exactly where to find you." The dark haired freak said as he held onto Professors neck while I watched helplessly. For some reason, I found myself unable to move to help Professor.

"We've kept you away from us because we were scared of you. We were little kids who were terrified of a big man who forced us to wear dresses. We're not scared of you anymore." The dark haired freak said as he tightened his hold on Professor's neck.

"Remember when you used to thrust into me, you begged me to shock you because you loved the feeling?" The dark haired freak said with a smile forming on his face as he stared into Professor's eyes.

"Let's see if you still love that feeling." The dark haired freak tightened his hold on the Professor's neck and the unfortunate man started to cry out in pain. The boy then released Professor, who immediately fell to the floor and started convulsing. The boy turned around and walked through the doorframe, joining his friend who turned around and started walking towards a car that was parked on the street.

I watched helplessly as Professor screamed and convulsed on the floor for a few seconds before he stopped moving entirely. I collapsed on the floor and started sobbing once I realized that he had died.

I suspected that I would wake up after I died. I knew that the government would have found some way to bring me back. What I did not expect was to see Patient Zero standing above me, and I did not expect to be lying down on an operating table.

Patient Zero was the very first freak ever discovered. He had the interesting ability to travel short distances through time. He had never been able to travel more than five minutes forward through time or ten minutes backwards, but his ability was useful fairly often.

"Your brother and his friends are dead." He said to me.

"I was guarding the player and your brother entered the room. He tortured me and I told him everything, I figured he'd have to know eventually." He said to me and I nodded my head as I stood up.

"I was right about placing the camera in the door wasn't I?" I said to the freak and he nodded his head in response.

"It was pretty clever to place a camera into the electronic door. They couldn't shut it off if they wanted to enter, and once they did the government was able to see exactly what they were doing. Now that we have Freud and the rest of those freaks where we want them, we can start creating our perfect world." Patient Zero said to me, and I nodded at him.

"What do you mean by perfect world?" I asked him, and he chuckled.

"I forgot that I didn't tell you, or anyone really about the President's plan." The freak said before chuckling a second time.

"The world needs to be destroyed, everyone that isn't worthy needs to die so that we can build our perfect world on top of the ruins. The world needs to be cleansed with the healing fire of the sun"

"The sun?" I asked, and the freak chuckled.

"You'll understand everything eventually. There's a lot that I haven't told you."

Chapter 38

"How come those Streetcleaners didn't attack you at the mall until after Tucker was apparently taken away. You announced where you were going to be for everybody to hear." Kit asked me as he drove the motorhome that we had stolen. Nihilist and Puppy were sleeping in the back of the vehicle, while Freud appeared to be relaxing on a futon.

"Tucker was controlling their phones, they didn't receive the order to kill us until after Tucker had been taken." I said to Kit with a smile forming on my face as I thought of how quickly Freud had killed the two Streetcleaners who I used to call my friends.

"Nobody tries to hurt my friends and lives." Freud growled. I was proud that I was able to gain the trust of the notorious freak, and I was happy that this freak was willing to kill for me.

"Are you sure that Puppet King is going to Washington?" Samantha asked from the place where she was sitting on the futon that was also occupied by Freud. Amy was flying above the motorhome keeping an eye out for Streetcleaners and humans who probably wanted us dead.

"It's the first place that I would go if I had a powerful bodyguard, a mind reader and a boy who can control machines." I said to the girl, who didn't seem convinced by my logic.

"Are you sure that he'll be able to fix Theresa?" She asked me, and Kit nodded his head.

"He'll be able to fix her, he does this kind of thing a lot. One time he made me think that I was a chicken for an entire week." Kit said with a smile forming on his face.

"I stole a cookie from his lunch box and he was mad at me. I guess that was his way of getting revenge."

"When do I get to see Cyndy?" Alison asked the girl who walked into the white room. The walls were stained with blood, and various body parts from the girls that Alison had killed were scattered throughout the floor.

"You'll see her when the time is right." The girl said as her eyes wandered throughout the area.

"Are you not the least bit curious as to how and why you're alive?" The girl asked, Alison responded by shrugging her shoulders.

"I am, but I'm fully aware that I might not like the answers." Alison said before sighing heavily.

"I'm not going to see her today am I?" Alison asked the girl, who slowly shook her head.

"She's not ready to see you yet and you're not ready to see her."

Chapter 39

"So, this is the place." Jester said as we stared at the doorway leading into the large building. There weren't a lot of windows, so we couldn't see what was inside, but we didn't need to. This was the building where Cress had been taken to and given the choice of life or death. He chose death, but was given life instead by the perverted Professor and his organization of people seeking to help us.

"Yes, this is the place. The infamous School Number One." Cress said as we continued to stare at the doorway. On the outside the building looked like it was unguarded, though we all knew that the building would be filled with Streetcleaners and humans guarding the secrets and the freaks contained within.

"Are we all clear on the plan then." I said to my two friends and my unwilling captive. "Tucker will disable all of the electronic security measures and locks within the building. Jester will listen to the thoughts of the Streetcleaners and people within the building and warn us of threats. Cress will keep us safe." I said to the small group of freaks who nodded their heads.

"Will you let me see Martin when I'm done?" The boy asked, and I shook my head.

"When we're done we are going to start a war with the soldiers that we will liberate from the building. If Martin wants to join us you can fight alongside him." I said to the youngest member of our group.

"Right now your job is to keep us safe."

"And please don't run away." Jester said from beside me with a smirk.

"I wasn't going to run." Tucker said with a voice that reminded me of a child who had been caught doing something that would displease his parents denying that he had done anything wrong.

"It's pointless to lie to me." Jester said as he took a few steps towards the door and held it open for us.

"Shall we proceed?" Jester asked, and I nodded my head along with Cress as we started walking through the doorway and entered the building. We could have turned around at that moment and had gone home, but I suppose it would have been better to die than to live the life we were living back home.

"We need to release him." I said to Patient Zero as we stared at the tank which contained one of my brother's friends. Washington had been nuked, and even though everyone within the city had died Nihilist still managed to heal himself somehow. This raised many troubling questions because the original Nihilist had apparently been unable to survive a nuclear explosion. It was his only weakness.

The only explanation we could find was that Nihilist had grown stronger once he was reborn. If that was the case, then what did that mean for the other freaks who had been reborn?

I was beginning to understand why killing Freud was an option that the government wanted to avoid. I could see more than one Freud or more than one Puppet King being a problem, but stronger versions of those freaks would be a much a larger problem.

"Don't be selfish. He doesn't even realize that he's alive. His mind is a complete blank inside that tank. He's completely at our command." Patient Zero said, and I shook my head.

"I wasn't right when I decided to attack Freud head on, and I paid the price for my failure. But I am right about a number of things, and trust me when I say that I'm right about this." I said to my superior.

"Why haven't you brought Puppet King or Freud or Cress back to life?" I asked him, he shook his head and smiled.

"You know why, someone has to bring the body inside and someone has to press the button. With a freak like Puppet King or Freud in the room it's basically a suicide mission." Patient Zero's smile slowly started to grow on his face.

"But, you want them alive for some reason, you have a plan for Nihilist and you have a plan for Puppet King. Whatever your plan is, you have my support." Patient Zero said as he approached the machine and pressed a bright green button. The glass in the tank immediately disappeared and the unconscious body of Nihilist fell to the floor. The sound of the impact resonated throughout the room.

"Fair warning, we pumped a lot of drugs into his system. It will take at least two months for his body to remove them all, so he won't be able to do anything during that time."

Chapter 40

"Don't blame yourself." Vanity whispered to me as I sat on the couch in our home with Professor lying dead near the door. I couldn't call the police and report the crime, because then they might discover that I was a freak and take me back to the school, or kill me. Whichever option was easier.

I was emotionally unstable at the moment and I found myself having difficulty controlling my ability, which was the reason why the snacks on the plate that I had lain out on the small table in front of the couch were all lightly singed. The melted plastic bottle of pop was currently giving off a very unpleasant aroma.

"I could have done something to save him, but I didn't. I just stood there and watched him die." I sobbed into a pillow. Small flames were flying off of my body and singing the couch and the pillow that I was crying into. Vanity was lightly rubbing her hoof on my leg in an effort to calm me down.

"What could you have done?" Vanity asked, I growled slightly before tossing the pillow across the room, knocking over a framed picture hanging on the wall in the process.

"I can conjure up flames from out of nowhere, maybe I could have burnt them to a crisp." I said to Vanity, who nodded her head as she continued to stroke my leg.

"That one boy killed Professor by conjuring electricity out of nowhere. Do you think that you could have stopped him by conjuring flames?" Vanity asked, I sighed heavily as I picked up my beloved plush toy and brought her up to my face.

"Probably not, but I still feel terrible." I said to my toy as I started to nuzzle her nose.

"It's going to be alright." Vanity said, and I doubted her words. How could things be alright when the only person who ever cared about my well being aside from Vanity was dead?

"Hey!" A person yelled as they knocked on the door of the house. "Is Puppet King here?" The person asked, I growled a little before I turned to face the door.

"Nobody's home, go away!" I yelled at the door, I heard a chuckle from the other side of the door. The door knob was turned and within a few seconds the door was opened and a group of freaks had started walking into my home. I cursed at myself for forgetting to lock the door.

I recognized one of the freaks as Martin, the famous Streetcleaner, but I didn't recognize any of the other freaks in the group.

"Our savior's dead, Puppet King must have already gotten to him." One of the freaks with claws on his hands said. One of the members of the group sighed as he approached Professor's corpse.

"You might want to get comfortable and watch TV while I work. We'll interrogate him when I'm done and see if he knows anything." One of the freaks said, the others instantly dispersed with three of them joining me on the couch and the rest of them walking towards the kitchen while the freak who had spoken remained in place.

"I'm going to make myself a snack, do you guys want anything?" Martin asked, a freak with wings on her back who had decided to sit next to me and my doll raised her hand, along with a freak with a brown tail that matched his brown hair who had decided to sit next to her.

"Could you see if there are any cookies that aren't burnt?" The girl said, Martin nodded as he walked into the kitchen.

"I know you might not believe us, but we're here to help." The girl said as she turned to face me. I nodded my head as if I believed her. The last group of freaks who had walked into my house had killed the only father figure I'd ever had, I didn't want this group to kill me.

"That's a cute doll that you have." The male freak with the tail said as he reached towards my doll and started to lightly stroke her body.

"It reminds me of the doll that Chris bought me for my birthday. I've always loved to chew on those things. They're so soft." The boy said from the place where he was sitting on the couch. I didn't like him very much at that moment, and I don't think that Vanity liked him very much either. She released an ear-piercing shriek before she hid behind my back as quickly as she could.

"Don't let him chew me." Vanity whimpered from behind me, the boy to my right with light brown hair that looked like it hadn't been washed in a long time chuckled and I growled at him, which caused him to chuckle a little more.

"If you knew who I am you'd be terrified." The boy said, the girl beside me rolled her eyes in response while the younger boy stared at Vanity as if he was fascinated by the talking plush pony. He might have been fantasizing about chewing on her body.

"I know who you are, and I think that you're very sweet." The girl said, the boy smirked at her.

"That's because you're crazy."

"Do you mind being a little quieter. I need to focus." The freak that was standing near Professor's body said.

"Hello dear, I trust that I need no introduction." I said to the girl in front of me in the white room underneath the secret facility that I had built three years earlier at Patient Zero's request. He said that one day we'd need a place like this, and as usual he was correct.

I honestly believed that we would never need this facility. I believed that we could control the freaks. I believed that we could make the world a safe and manageable place for everyone.

Then the freaks killed a large number of Streetcleaners. Then they discovered the existence of the player. Then they plotted to take control of my country away from me.

Then I gave the order to drop a nuclear bomb on my favorite city. Lots of people died because I couldn't handle a group of freaks any other way. Lots of people have been dying for years and I was helpless to stop them, and the fear of my country's citizens was increasing. They trusted me and the Streetcleaners to protect them, and we were failing them.

"I want to know what's going on. Why am I in this place and why are you talking to me? Surely the President of the United States has better things to do with his time." The girl said to me, and I smiled at the girl who was currently holding on to a sleeping blonde haired girl that she held within her arms as if she was the most important person in the world.

"You are a very special freak my dear. Imagine our shock when we discovered a little girl with the ability to control the sun. We couldn't tell anybody, so we kept it a secret. Only me and Patient Zero know about your ability." The girl looked at me as though she didn't believe me, which I suppose was a predictable reaction.

"Patient Zero nicknamed the protocol that this facility was built for Plan Z. We built this place deep enough underground that it would be spared once the planet crashes into the sun." The girl appeared to be shocked at the last part of my sentence.

"We'll live. The impact will only affect the people and freaks on the surface of the planet. The programmers of the game needed a way for the player to survive the end of the world, apparently that way is burrowing underground." As I explained a certain aspect of our world to the girl I found that she appeared to be even more confused by my explanation. I sighed.

"I didn't understand or believe it either when it was explained to me. For simplicity's sake, let's just say that eventually we're going to need you to destroy the world.

Chapter 41

"Something's not right." Cress said to us as we walked through the now seemingly deserted hallways in the building. It made sense to me that the Streetcleaners patrolling the building would run and hide when they saw Cress kill a few of their friends. It always irritated me when Americans would praise Streetcleaners as heroes when they killed a freak with no combat training and with a much less useful ability. When I heard that the purple-scaled freak had killed 36 freaks under the age of 8 and had been given a lot of money and a few awards for doing so I was horrified.

Then again, my brother is a child molester and my friend lost all empathy for the humans and Streetcleaners he killed a long time ago. So I guess disliking Martin was like a pot calling the kettle black. I never understood that expression because I never thought too much about it.

I could hear the thoughts of a number of Streetcleaners as they thought about what their employers wanted them to do in case the building was attacked. Apparently they were supposed to allow the freaks within the building to be taken if they weren't powerful enough to stop the siege. Their main priority was to protect a doorway leading into a restricted area of the building that only a select group of people and freaks were allowed inside. To say that I was curious about a mysterious government room inside what was arguably the most heavily protected building in the world would have been an understatement.

Looking back, if the Streetcleaners's top priority was to guard the room rather than the freaks, then it made sense how Professor was able to rescue Cress and his friends so easily. Maybe I should have asked him why he had such a fondness for making us wear dresses and calling me Bubbles before Cress killed him. Maybe I should have been there to watch him die instead of waiting in the car.

"They went underground to protect a secret room." I said to my friend, who nodded his head.

"It makes sense I guess. What would be the point of having a heavily guarded government building if it didn't have a secret room." Cress said. I chuckled slightly. I thought it was a little silly to hide a secret room in such a well-known building.

"I'm thinking we'll go with the blackout plan." Puppet King said as he stepped out of a room with a group of young freaks following him. I suppose he was using his ability to make the children follow him.

"You remember how it goes right?" Puppet King asked, me and Cress nodded our heads in response. The blackout plan was one of a number of plans we had come up with before entering the building while we were driving from Edmonton to here. One of the other plans involved using the children as shields, and another plan involved finding a freak who could create money out of thin air and making ourselves rich. We weren't in a very serious mood when we came up with our plans.

"Okay then, I'll take the kids outside and wait for your signal."

I woke up within a strange room that I did not recognize where all the walls were white. I didn't know where I was, and I couldn't remember too much about the events that took place before I either fell asleep or died. I remembered attacking one of the schools, and I remembered speaking to a little girl, but I couldn't remember anything after my conversation with the girl.

In front of me in the room was Nihilist, my brother. To the right of him was a man dressed entirely in black clothing with a black mask covering his face. I honestly didn't think that Nihilist would restore life to my body of his own free will, so I assumed that the man wearing a black mask had somehow convinced him to bring me back to life.

"It's good to see you breathing again." A distorted voice said through a speaker in the ceiling of the room.

"What do you want?" I asked the voice that I could hear through the speaker, I could hear the voice chuckle.

"You don't mess around. I like that, but do you know what I don't like?" The voice asked. I stared blankly at the speaker in the ceiling.

"What don't you like?" I asked, and the voice chuckled a second time.

"I don't like it when freaks don't clean up their messes. That's why I brought you back, so you could fix what you've broken by cleaning up your mess."

"And what happens if I refuse?" I asked the voice.

"If you refuse, then the door will remain locked and you'll starve to death in that room."

"I'm still in the room, are you going to let me starve?" The man wearing the black mask asked the voice.

"You are a disposable asset. You are just as valuable to us dead as you are alive, that's why we chose you to stay in the room." The voice explained, and I could tell that the man was angry even though I couldn't see his face.

"So Puppet King, are you going to clean up your mess or die in that room?" The voice asked me. I thought about the question for a moment. If they really needed me they would resurrect me again, but then I would have to make the same choice a second time, and maybe a third time. I suppose I'm a creature of efficiency who doesn't see the appeal of wasting time.

"I'll clean up my mess." I said to the voice, and a few seconds later I heard the door leading to the world outside opening. A figure stepped through the door, and the door closed once the figure was inside of the room.

"I was unable to rid the world of those that are not needed in your empire." I heard the figure speak and I inwardly groaned.

"Do you want me to fix her?" I asked the voice.

"I want you to fix what you have broken." The voice said, and I groaned a second time.

"Come here." I said to the teacher, who obeyed my command instantly and ran towards me. She was now less than a foot away from me anxiously waiting for my command.

"Come over here, you might want to see this." I said to the man wearing a black mask who hesitantly started walking towards me.

"Don't you dare. You don't know what he's capable of." Nihilist said to the boy, who continued walking towards me. I turned to face the teacher who was staring at me with an expectant grin on her face.

"Forget everything that I have ever told you." I said to the teacher while the man in the black mask watched. I implanted the suggestion in her mind and I could already see her eyes transforming from the blank stare that usually appears on my victims once they were completely subservient to my suggestions disappear.

"Kill him when the time is right." I whispered to the boy, who stared at me with a confused expression on his face. I saw the door open a second time and I smiled as I walked towards it.

"Don't worry. We'll meet again." I said to my brother and the man in the black mask before I left the room.

Chapter 42

I waited for Professor's eyes to open. His body was healed and blood was already pumping through his veins. I'd done this many times before and the process was so unremarkable to me that I barely cared about it at all. When I was younger I used to enjoy it, using the people that Cress had killed as experiments to test the extent of my healing powers, now I just let the corpses rot wherever Cress takes them.

Sometimes I forget that new people aren't used to my ability.

"He's alive." The boy and his plush pony said in unison as they watched me work from the couch. I rolled my eyes slightly. Freud, Amy and Puppy were so engrossed in the tray of snacks that Kit had brought them that they didn't seem to care. I suppose in the short time that they had known our little group they had come to the conclusion that what other people might find strange, we find dull. Resurrection of the dead was boring to us, killing people was boring to us. Travelling to another city to stop my two crazy brothers and our friend was a welcome change in our typical routine.

Professor's eyes opened slowly and I smiled. He had killed my mother, and I consider him to be my savior. The fact that he hadn't visited us in years hurt me. The fact that he used our money to pay for our home and our lifestyle was something that I had mixed feelings about. I also had mixed feelings about the gifts he had delivered to our house. Why didn't he simply drop off the Xbox 360 he bought us during a Christmas visit instead of sending it to us by mail?

"Nihilist, I knew that you'd save me." Professor said as he stood up from the ground and extended his hand towards me.

"It's been a long time." I said to Professor as I shook his extended hand. Professor smiled at me, and I noted that I was now taller than him.

"It has been a while. I always hoped that my boys would come out to see me, or that they'd allow me to come see them." Professor said to me with a smile still on his face. I took note of the boy and his plush pony who were currently staring at Professor with odd expressions on their faces. As if they weren't sure what they felt at the moment.

"They don't seem to like me much, though I suppose that's to be expected. They're gods and I'm a mere mortal man, I was foolish to try to control them. I was foolish to hope that they'd adapt to what I wanted them to be." Professor said. I wasn't too sure what it was about his expression that terrified me at that moment.

"Cress and Puppet King are gods of destruction who are destined to cleanse the world with healing fire. Jester exists to aid them. It is only with fire that the world can be cleansed of all of it's filth." Professor continued to speak and I grimaced slightly. It had been a while since I last saw Professor, and I wasn't quite sure if he acted like this when I had seen him before. It had been a long time and he could have changed a lot since then.

"You are the god of healing water that will revive what was good about humanity once the fire is finished cleansing the world. I loved you, but I loved them just a little more. They were going to be my little Powerpuff Girls. I was going to marry Cress when he grew up, just like Professor Utonium married Blossom."

"He didn't, I watched every episode and that never happened." Freud said from where he was sitting on the couch. I saw Professor roll his eyes.

"It's in the extended canon, the fans accept it to be true." Professor said, then he started screaming and collapsed on the ground. The boy and his plush toy moved quickly to Professor's side. I turned to Freud who looked at me with a sheepish grin on his face.

"What the hell was that for!" I shouted at Freud, who continued to smile at me as Professor died on the floor as the boy and his doll cried.

"I didn't like him much. He's a creep who insulted the canon of my favorite show." Freud said before he stood up.

"Can you forgive me?" Freud asked, I groaned slightly as Professor released his dying breath.

"Just don't do it again."

I have two brothers that I've lived my entire life not knowing that they exist. Once Agent One told me that he was my brother, and that I had a second brother, I wasn't sure how to react. He relocated me to his large mansion in a desert somewhere in Nevada. He said that he enjoyed his privacy.

There was more than enough room for me and my two brothers to live in the mansion. There was even enough room for Puppy, Kit and Jester to stay. Freud had been apparently brought back to life, as had Nihilist, but Agent One refused to tell us where they were.

He also refused to tell us how and why we were restored to life. I assume that Nihilist's existence explained how we were brought back to life, and perhaps my brother's devotion to me and Cress explained why he brought us back from the dead.

He also brought Tim and Professor back to life, and he was trying his best to restore life to the plush toy named Vanity. I didn't understand why, but I assume that he had a reason.

I missed Theresa dearly while I was in the mansion. As much as I enjoyed spending time with my newfound brothers, and as enjoyable as the company of the freaks in the mansion was, I found myself missing Theresa more and more by the day.

I missed her beautiful voice, I missed her gentle touches and her soft skin. I missed talking to her every day.

Agent One noticed that I missed Theresa and he promised me that he would bring her back to me. He said that I needed a companion for the end of the world, whatever that meant. He told me to be patient.

So I was patient, I waited patiently for him to do whatever he needed to do to get Theresa back. I waited for him to do whatever he needed to do to fix whatever Puppet King did to her.

After a few months of waiting my reunion with Theresa was exactly what I imagined it would be. We hugged, we kissed and we spent the night in my room. I was happier than I had been in a very long time.

Chapter 43

Child killers, all of them were worthless child killers who had never taken down a real threat. They were given money that they used to buy houses, start businesses, go to movie theatres and amusement parks. Now they were dead on the floor of the empty hallway deep underground.

Sixty of them had used the elevators to travel towards the hallway where they were supposed to guard the mysterious room. Sixty of them were waiting for us when the elevator door opened. Sixty of them were lying dead on the metal floor.

Getting the code to enter the elevator was easy, getting the fingerprint needed to enter was also easy. We grabbed one of the Streetcleaners who we had killed, and then we used his finger to access the keypad where we would enter the code. Then I listened to the thoughts of the Streetcleaners hiding underground and found out the code.

Some of them had guns, some of them had knives, and some of them used deadly abilities that could have easily killed a less deadly freak like me. None of them were able to use their guns, knives or abilities faster than the electricity that Cress had used to kill them all.

"Have I ever told you that I'm glad that you're my friend?" I said to Cress as we walked towards the end of the metal hallway where the room was located. I truly was glad that he was my friend, because if I wasn't his friend I probably would have died a long time ago.

"Do you remember that one guy who was mean to you back at the restaurant? The guy who yelled at you every day, blamed you for everything that went wrong, and claimed that he was better than you at your job after you'd been working at the store for 2 years and he'd been working for a month?" I asked my friend, who nodded his head as we continued walking.

"What happened to that guy?" I asked and Cress shrugged his shoulders.

"He's dead. Peter killed him." Cress said to me, I already knew that he was dead but I didn't know that Puppy had killed him.

"The cute little dog killed him?" I asked and Cress nodded his head.

"He didn't mean to. He has sharp teeth, sharp claws and superhuman strength as well as speed. He lost his temper when the guy yelled at me, he killed him and ate a little bit of him before I could get him to stop." Cress said to me, I smiled slightly. For some reason the adorable Puppy killing and eating someone in a fit of rage was a thought that I enjoyed. I suppose any freak could be deadly under the right circumstances.

"The door's locked and the only person who knows the code is behind the door, guarding that…person." I paused for a moment as I listened to the thoughts of the person in the room.

"There's a person in there who is…" I struggled to understand the thoughts of the person within the room. Cress raised his eyebrow as we stood in front of the locked door.

"Is it a freak?" Cress asked and I shook my head.

"No, it's…" I continued to struggle to understand the man's thoughts.

"It's the player." I said to Cress, who stared at me as though he thought that I was joking.

"We'll know more when we get in there. We need the man's fingerprints to enter, and he's inside so we've got to get him out." I said to Cress who nodded his head.

"We'll shut off the lights, turn off his computers and turn off the generator pumping oxygen down here." Cress said as he pulled his IPhone out of his pocket.

"The blackout plan." I said to my friend with a smile.

"Just tell Puppet King to make sure that he can still open the electronic door."

"Is Puppet King on the planet's surface?" Patient Zero asked me as we stood in the room we had set up for monitoring the activity of the freaks in the underground facility. We called it School Number Zero as a joke, then everyone who worked in the facility started calling it School Number Zero. Eventually it became the official name of the facility.

"He is, he honestly believes that we've let him go free. He believes that he is now free to take over the world."

"We didn't lie to him, he's free to take control of the world away from the world's leaders. It's just that soon there won't be any world to control."

"There will be." I said to Patient Zero.

"Is it time to talk to Cyndy again?" I asked Patient Zero, who nodded his head in response.

"Yes Mr. President. I think it is."

Chapter 44

"Who thinks that this is sexy?" I asked Tucker, who looked at me with the look of child being exposed to something that he doesn't understand.

"Make me your teen pregnant bitch. Thirteen year-old boys think that's sexy dialogue. No one who's actually old enough to read this crap thinks that's sexy." I said to the boy as I showed him the image from the pornographic comic on my IPhone. Tucker looked at the image and then immediately looked away. I chuckled at his response.

"I guess even thirteen year-old boys are repulsed by this crap." I said to the boy, who suddenly found the paved parking lot in front of the building to be very interesting and started to stare at it.

"I could rape you right now and nobody could stop me." I said to the boy as I stepped a little closer towards him. The boy who was already uncomfortable around me started to shiver slightly. As though the aura that I emitted was chilling his skin.

"In a few seconds I could have you on your knees and I could force you to pleasure me and no one would stop me. But I won't." I said to the boy, who looked up at me with relief shining in his eyes.

"I don't even know the full extent of what I'm capable of doing. I've mostly just been using my ability for sex, which is what any teenage boy would do. Maybe I should experiment a little more, but I won't do that either." I said to the boy, who had started shivering again. I suppose I was still making him nervous.

"I can control a person's body, I can control a person's mind, and I can send people into a sort of trance with a simple suggestion." The boy nodded his head slightly as if to confirm that he was listening to me.

"As soon as I place the suggestion into their head, they become obsessed with the suggestion. If I were to whisper in your ear that you had to kill Martin, you would become obsessed with killing your friend. You wouldn't rest until he was dead." I said to the boy, who was becoming more uncomfortable around me with every word that I spoke, which was my intention.

My mother told me that I was evil and that I would only ever justify my existence if I ruled the world. The only way that I could prove that I deserved to be alive was to be the king of everything in this world. I hated my mother, but I still feel compelled to prove to her that I could use my ability to enslave humanity.

My IPhone rang and I reached into my pocket to answer it.

"Hello." I said to the electronic device.

"We can't open the door, but there's a man inside who can. We need to shut off the device bringing oxygen into the room to draw him out." I heard my friend's voice say, and I chuckled slightly.

"I could walk in there right now and control his mind." I said to my friend. I suspected that he shook his head.

"If he doesn't come out when the oxygen is turned off, then I'll call you back." Cress said. I nodded my head before I ended the call. I turned to face the boy, who was smiling at me for an odd reason.

"Do I get to talk to the machines now?" He asked me, and I nodded my head in response.

"Shut off whatever machine is pumping oxygen into that room in the basement." I said to the boy with a smile as I thought of the scared man inside the room struggling to breathe and unsure if he should open the door to save himself.

"Hello my dear Alison. Are you ready to see Cyndy?" A girl who looked remarkably like Cyndy asked me, and I couldn't have said yes quickly enough. I stood up, I ran to the door and I waited patiently for her to open it and free me from the room which had been my prison for a few months.

Once she opened the door she lead me down a long hallway. I wasn't really paying attention to where we were travelling because I assumed that we were going to be travelling in a straight line down the hallway.

During our silent walk all that I could think about was Cyndy. She had been on my mind the entire time that I had been locked in the room. I thought about the last text she sent me, and I wondered if she meant what she had typed. If she still loved me as much as I loved her.

Eventually the girl who looked like Cyndy stopped at one of the doors in the hallway, then she opened the door with a key that had been stored in her pocket and asked me to follow her inside.

Once we were inside I was overjoyed to see Cyndy sleeping peacefully on the cold metal floor of the room. My joy quickly turned to disgust when I noticed that she was holding on to Felicia as though she was a teddy bear as she slept. I growled.

"You let Felicia stay in her cell and not me." I said to the girl who shrugged her shoulders.

"We had to keep her happy."

"I would have made her happy." I growled at the girl as my anger started to grow.

"You would have, as would Mike. That's why we couldn't let her see you."

"We needed a bargaining tool." A third voice said from behind us. I turned around and was shocked to see the President of the United States standing in front of the door to the room with a strange man standing beside him.

"Agent One is bringing our other bargaining tool soon. Once he gets here, we can get down to business."

Chapter 45

"So, you're Sigmund Freud, you're Martin, and you're Puppy?" I asked the three freaks who were sitting on the living couch beside me watching a Powerpuff Girls cartoon from Professor's collection of videos.

"You're a notorious murderer, you're a famous Streetcleaner, and you're the boyfriend of the freak who killed Professor." I said to the boys, who all nodded their heads as they continued watching the cartoon.

"I'm not all that famous outside of the United States. Although, I heard some people in Canada call me a child killer." Martin said. I heard Vanity growl at the Streetcleaner. She never supported the Streetcleaner's idea that any freak who refused to serve the human race deserved to die.

"And you're Amy, you're Samantha, you're Kit and you're…"

"I'm busy reanimating Professor for the fifth time. I'm really hoping that there won't be a sixth." Nihilist said as he glared at Freud, who smiled sheepishly from his place on the couch. Amy and Kit both chuckled from where they were sitting in the chairs we had moved from the kitchen, while Samantha rolled her eyes.

"We're wasting our time here. We came here to find Puppet King and get him to fix whatever he did to Miss Roberts." Samantha said, before turning to glare at Amy.

"This is all your fault. If you hadn't brought these freaks into my life none of this would be happening. Martin would still be killing freaks, Freud would still be killing people, and me and Miss Roberts would still be together." Samantha said as she continued glaring at the girl, who seemed to shrink under her gaze.

"Why is that a bad thing? You've reformed a mass murderer using the magic of friendship." Vanity said with a smile as she started moving closer to Freud.

"All this guy needed to end his reign of terror was for someone to befriend him. Now he's a wonderfully kind and gentle man." Vanity said with a smile as she reached her hooves around Freud's leg and attempted to give him a hug.

"He killed Professor multiple times already. He also killed Kit a few times on the way here." Nihilist said from behind the couch, Freud's face flushed to show his slight embarrassment.

"Baby steps I guess. I'm still learning to restrain myself when I get mad."

"I killed a man once." Kit said, and everybody turned to face him.

"We had an employee on the restaurant who used to work at a much larger and more successful fast food restaurant. He had only been working at the restaurant for a month, but he already assumed that he was better than me." Kit growled.

"I hated him. I hate when people think that they're better than me." He growled, and I could see the sharp fangs in his mouth as he did. I shuddered as I thought of what he could do to me and Vanity if he were to get angry at us.

"Anyways, when the regional manager came for a visit he pushed me off of my station. He claimed that if I was working on the point station we wouldn't pass the inspection. He claimed that I was so pathetic at my job that my incompetence would result in the restaurant being shut down." Kit was seething at this point and I could see that Amy had started rubbing his back in an effort to calm him down. I couldn't tell if it was working.

"So I grabbed his throat with my claws and punctured it. I watched him bleed on the floor for a few seconds, and then I ripped his head off." He was chuckling madly at this point. Nihilist rolled his eyes from the back of the couch.

"You didn't rip his head off. He bled, you freaked out and then I fixed him." Nihilist said, and Kit started to pout.

"But I really wanted to."

"You're going to make the sun crash into the earth and you're saying that we'll survive if we hide in your basement?" Samantha said to me as she sat with her girlfriend on one of the couches in the basement of my house. I tried my best to make it as relaxing as possible. I had a bowling alley installed as well as a miniature golf course. I even went as far as to include a hot tub and a large television screen in the same room, although Cress didn't seem to enjoy being in the hot tub and nobody wanted to go into the hot tub with him, even Puppy was scared.

"We'll be fine, it's videogame logic right?" Jester asked, and I nodded my head along with Cress. The two of them had become a lot closer during their stay in my home, to the point where Cress spent almost as much time with Jester as he did with Puppy. The three of them were currently sitting on a separate couch together playing a videogame, although I couldn't see what they were playing.

Tim and Professor were in a different room upstairs preparing a few cups of tea with the newly repaired Vanity. She wasn't entirely fixed. We had to sew the remains of her body together with the remains of a different plush toy with a similar shape. The result was a strange hybrid of two stuffed ponies. Oddly enough, she could only move the parts of her original body, so she was unable to move three of her legs or see through one of her eyes. She seemed grateful for the work that I had done to heal her, and her gratitude made me smile. They promised me that they would hide in the basement with the rest of the group once their tea was prepared.

"You'll be fine. Trust me." I said to the group before I left the basement and started walking towards the door leading to the outside world.

I never thought for a moment that when I joined the Streetcleaners that I would not only become one of the most powerful Streetcleaners in the organization, but that I would also be responsible for destroying the world.

Chapter 46

"You know, there isn't anyone else I'd rather rule the world than you and Puppet King." I said to my friend as we waited close to the door leading into the mysterious room. Cress nodded his head and continued to stare at the metal door.

"I mean it, we're the outcasts in a group of freaks. How come we've never spent more time together to develop the bond that we know exists? How come we've waited until now to hang out and take over the world?" I asked my friend, who responded by shrugging his shoulders.

"Because we're anti-social." Cress said, and I nodded in response.

"That makes sense." I said to my friend. I heard the electronics within the door as they worked to open it, and I could hear the thoughts of the man inside the room as he opened the door.

"There are two codes to open it. The first one is 6398 and the second is 4312. It only responds when typed with his fingerprint." I said to my friend as we watched as the door opened and the man stepped out of the room.

"If we had known that a few minutes ago we wouldn't have needed to draw him out." My friend said and I shrugged my shoulders.

"But we wouldn't have had his fingerprint, so we couldn't have typed in the code." I said as we approached the man. I pushed him into the room and stepped inside, followed shortly by Cress who closed the heavy metal door once he was in the room.

"We could have made Tucker unlock the door for us and not have to bother with putting any effort at all into getting in the room." Cress said with a smile. I laughed partly because I knew we had both thought of the same thing earlier, but manipulating a man into allowing us entry into the room was a little more entertaining. The other reason that I laughed was because the look on the man's face as he stared at us was funny. He looked as though he was about to cry and beg for us to spare his life, while simultaneously trying to hide his fear.

"We're in now, that's all that matters." I said. My attention was focused entirely on the man, who was staring at me as though I was the most terrifying thing he had ever seen in his life.

"I'm going to ask you a few questions, and you're going to answer me. I'll know if you're lying, and Cress will get very angry with you if you lie." I gestured to my friend, who smiled as he gave the man a small electric shock that caused him to howl in pain.

"Do you understand?" I asked and the man nodded his head. Tears were running down his face and I tried my best to restrain my laughter. If a high-ranking government official could be reduced to a blubbering mess by two teenage freaks, then it made sense why they would want us all dead or tamed.

"Good, then let's begin the interrogation."

Every moment that I've been awake since seeing Puppet King has been a nightmare. His voice never left my head, his voice constantly asked me to kill whoever he had asked me to kill and asking me why I haven't killed whoever that person is yet. The voice keeps on telling me that it will only be silenced when the person I'm supposed to kill is dead.

I was beginning to understand why Nihilist didn't want to reanimate his corpse. He didn't do much more than whisper in my ear before he was taken out of the room by Agent One, but that was all that he needed to do to drive me insane.

Suddenly the door opened and Agent One walked into the room.

The voice of Puppet King started shrieking at this point and I found the noise unbearable. The voice claimed that it would only stop if I killed Agent One.

"Are you alright?" Agent One asked as he stepped closer to me. Without a second thought I lunged towards him and grabbed his head. I felt as though I wasn't in control of his body when I snapped his neck.

"Grab the keys in his pocket and walk towards the door." Puppet King's voice said, except this time it wasn't coming from deep inside of my head, it was coming from…

I turned my head and looked at the open door to the room where I had been held as a prisoner for days to see Puppet King smiling at me in the doorframe. I screamed in horror as my body moved to grab the keys and walked towards him against my will.

"Don't look so frightened. We're going to see your girlfriend. Isn't that what you want?" He asked me, and I continued to scream in fear. I didn't want him anywhere near my beloved Cyndy.

"Compose yourself, you're embarrassing yourself in front of a king."

Chapter 47

"This is the idiot who saved us." Kevin said with a sigh before he took a sip from a small bottle of pop that he had purchased from a gas station when Nihilist told us all to leave after the sixteenth time that Freud had murdered Professor.

"Cress, Puppet King and Jester are doing noble work! Just like I always dreamed that they would do!" Professor shouted as our group of freaks and a stuffed animal attempted to watch a movie about a killer robot.

"You don't even know what they're doing." Martin said to the man as the robot disemboweled one of the aliens who had been sent from another planet to kill it before it could eliminate the human race.

"I don't, but I know that it has to be noble. My future wife would never do anything bad."

"He's my future husband, and he could be doing something bad. Puppet King isn't a very nice boy." I said to the man as I reached for my IPhone in my pocket. I didn't enjoy our savior's company very much, but all of his ranting about how special Chris was made me a little worried. I was worried about my boyfriend before, but now I was a little more worried about myself.

Without a single thought I decided to join my friends and chase my boyfriend to the house owned by our savior in the United States. My friends and me had abandoned our jobs to come here, and there was no guarantee that we would be able to reclaim our jobs. There was no guarantee that we'd find Chris here either.

Now we were miles away from home with very little money in the city with the largest amount of Streetcleaners in the world. I felt as though a Streetcleaner could step through the door at any moment and murder me, and I had a feeling that Professor might murder me when I slept. I was scared.

_Where are you?_

I typed the message and sent it to my boyfriend. Professor continued to rant and everyone else tried to ignore him and focus on the movie playing on the TV.

I heard the door to Cyndy's room open and I heard my brother's screams immediately afterward. I turned to face the door and saw my brother walking beside a strange boy who I had never seen before.

"Don't hurt them, please." Mike begged the boy, who smiled in response.

"Hello Mr. President. It's a pleasure to meet you." The boy said to the President, who had started to shake in fear.

"What is he doing here? He's supposed to be on the surface. He's supposed to die." The President said to the freak who called himself Patient Zero, who looked at the boy as if he was a terrifying ghost.

"You should have either killed me or left me dead Mr. President. As powerful as you think you are, I'm more powerful. You could never hope to control me" The boy raised his hand and Patient Zero immediately collapsed onto the floor along with my brother, who had stopped screaming before he had a chance to hit the ground.

I ran up to my brother and I searched for a pulse, when I found none I growled and looked up to face the boy who continued to smile before he started walking towards the President. I found that I was unable to move.

"What do you want? If you want money I can give it to you, if you want power I can give you as much as you want…"

"I want all of the power Mr. President, and I want all of the money. To put it succinctly Mr. President, I want everything." The boy's gaze travelled from the President to the spot on the floor where Felicia was whimpering in fear and Cyndy was trying her best to comfort her.

"I've been asking some of your employees about this place. The janitors, the chefs, the assorted workers that you hired who hear things that they're not supposed to hear. They told me about your plan to destroy the world because you can't control it." The boy started to walk over to the two girls, and if I could have moved I would have stopped him from walking towards Cyndy. Now that my brother was dead, she was the last person in the world that I cared about.

"You're weak Mr. President, and the world doesn't need a weak leader. The world doesn't need a president, it needs a king." The boy knelt down in front of Cyndy as if he was examining her and her friend.

"I can't tell you how happy I am that I've found this weapon that you've been hiding. The ability to cleanse the world with the destructive power of the sun is poetic, is it not?" The boy asked, and the room remained silent. The only sound that I could hear was the sound of Felicia whimpering.

"It's remarkably similar to the flood in the bible that wiped out every human except for Noah and whoever he chose to live. This place is the ark, this girl is the flood, and whoever controls her is God. Do you know what that means?" The room continued to remain silent after the boy asked his question. Felicia's whimpers had ceased and nobody seemed able to respond.

"It means that I am now God. Metaphorically speaking of course."

Chapter 48

_Where are you?_

I looked at the message on my IPhone and wasn't quite sure what to tell my boyfriend.

_I'm in Washington. I miss you._

I typed the message and sent it to my boyfriend. I heard the mysterious man cry out as Jester reached into his eye socket and grabbed onto his right eye.

"Tell me what I need to know or I'll squeeze it." Jester said to the man, who cried out as Jester clenched his hand slightly around the eye.

"You won't believe me." The man whimpered, and Jester smiled. For some reason Jester, Puppet King and Nihilist's smiles all creeped me out.

"I already know what you're going to say, it sounds weird but…" Jester pointed towards me. "He can shoot bolts of lightning out of his hands and I can listen to people's thoughts. So, there's not much that we won't believe." Jester said and the man glared at him.

"Why are you keeping me alive if you don't need me?" The man asked and Jester shrugged his shoulders in response before he removed his hand from the man's face and released the man's eye.

"For fun mostly, we also need you alive so that the door stays open. We know that there's a chip inside of your body monitoring your heart rate, and if you die we'll be locked in." Jester reached towards the man's throat and held it in his hand, then he started to squeeze and the man gasped as he struggled to fill his lungs with air.

"You want us to kill you so we'll be trapped inside. You're such a bad person." Jester released the man's throat from his grip and the man immediately started filling his lungs with oxygen.

"You want to tell us that the world that we know is just a simulation, and freaks like us were meant to be killed by a player. A person is supposed to assume the role of an assassin and kill us freaks." Jester said, and the man nodded.

"The player receives points for killing you. The more powerful the freak, the more points he receives. The freaks become stronger as they mature, which gives the player incentive to kill them when they're young to avoid a much more difficult fight when they grow up." The man explained, and I wasn't too sure how to react to what he was telling me. I'd always suspected that I was inside some sort of simulation, and I assumed that Jester did too. I just didn't think that I was simply a bit of programmed code in a videogame.

"Then one day the player stopped moving. We discovered him, we analyzed him and we discovered what we were, what this world was, what you were." He pointed at me and I shocked him. He didn't scream, so I assumed he was so used to the shock that it didn't bother him much anymore.

"We killed all of you freaks, and then we went to great lengths to gain access to the game's code. We erased the memories of everyone left alive except for a handful of us. The ones who had ordered the genocide." The man growled, and I shocked him a second time.

"Then you appeared again. All of the freaks appeared again. The freaks that we had killed had started appearing as children, being birthed by seemingly normal parents. Neville returned, Patrick returned, even you returned." The man pointed at me, and I considered shocking him again until I realized that my electric shocks didn't seem to affect him much. I could use a little more energy, but I didn't want to hurt him too badly, or kill him.

"I suppose it makes sense. When you die, you get reborn. When I die I'll be reborn. The problem is that sometimes you freaks multiply when you're reborn, so when we see a freak like Sigmund wandering around we can't kill him, because there's a possibility that when he gets reborn they'll be more of him." The man shuddered, and I couldn't fault him for it. The possibility of more than one Freud wandering around the world was terrifying.

"What would happen if we were to kill the player character?" I asked the man, who turned his gaze away from Jester and stared at me.

"Normally he would re-spawn, but we've been experimenting with his body for years now in an effort to alter the game's code. If you eliminate him then you'll erase everything that we've changed in the game. The game will reset and trust me when I say that you don't want that. None of us do." The man shivered, as his eyes appeared to glaze over.

"I assume that you've noticed some of the strange aspects in this world." I nodded my head in sync with Jester.

"Well, the world has a few odd little things and people with odd mannerisms. But before we made our changes the world was filled with odd little things and people with odd mannerisms. The programmers thought it would be funny to have octopus rapist monsters wandering the streets. Some programmers thought that a lesbian student pursuing her teacher was erotic, some programmers thought that a giant metal lizard with female breasts and a giant penis was funny." The man shivered and I attempted to avoid laughing. The world that he was describing sounded a little funny, in a weird sort of way.

"Sex-crazed teenagers making their own game. Creating a living hell for us." The man scoffed.

"Pathetic."

"Young lady what is your name?" I asked the little girl who couldn't have been older than 8 years. Her hair was black, her eyes were blue and she appeared to be incredibly shy. Although a lot of people seem at least a little shy or scared around me.

"My name is Katie." The girl said with a soft voice that aroused me more than it probably should have. I had implanted a suggestion into all of the freaks that we had 'rescued' to stand still until I gave them the instruction to move, so I didn't have to worry about them interfering with what I wanted to do.

I smiled at the girl and I reached out to touch the jeans that she was wearing. I started to gently pull them down to her knees while the girl watched, helpless to stop me. I heard some people ask me to stop, but a quick telepathic suggestion silenced them.

"I'm going to undress you Katie, when I'm done the only clothing you will be wearing will be your underwear. Then I'm going to do some very naughty things to you." I smiled at the girl who was staring at me with fear in her eyes.

"And there is nothing you can do to stop me." I chuckled to myself as I finished removing her pants and started to remove her shirt. I heard her whimper as I pulled her shirt over her head and I was able to look at her exposed, undeveloped breasts.

"You're such a pretty girl. May I ask what your ability is?" I asked the girl who continued to whimper as I started to rub my hand on her exposed thigh.

"There's poison in my spit. It killed mommy and my dad sent me here. He said I could make the world a better place." The girl continued to whimper as my other hand started to rub her small breasts in sync with the hand that was rubbing her thigh.

"You will make the world a better place my dear. I'll make sure of it." I said to the girl as I moved my hand away from her thigh and reached for her underpants.

"But before we make the world a better place, you're going to make me a very happy freak of nature." I lied to the girl. The truth was that all that I wanted to do was use her body as a temporary distraction. When I was using her body I wouldn't feel happy, and when I was done using her body I wouldn't be happy. I didn't deserve to be happy because I was worthless.

But when I was finished with my plan to take control of the world, then I would no longer be worthless. I could finally take pleasure in my hedonistic lifestyle. Just like mother wanted.

Chapter 49

A little light that went unnoticed by Cress was flashing on the electronic door that was the only thing in the room besides the oxygen machine that we hadn't shut off. The light was apparently a warning system that told the man that the government had evacuated the President and everyone of importance within the city and was now preparing to launch a nuclear missile and destroy the city, as well as everyone inside the city.

I suppose this was just an option they considered if anyone ever tried to launch an attack on the city. An extreme option, but an option nonetheless. The opportunity to eliminate me, Puppet King, Cress and Freud as well as a disobedient Streetcleaner and a number of potentially disobedient Streetcleaners was probably seen as too good of an opportunity to ignore. They had been watching us with a camera that was in the door that we couldn't shut down, and the man was simply distracting us while they prepared to end our lives.

I suspected that we had about 45 minutes before we would die.

"We have a big problem Cress." I said to my friend as I started to walk out of the room. Cress stared at me for a moment then turned his gaze towards the man. The man stared at him with a smug look on his face that reminded Cress of one of the employees that he disliked at work. He quickly electrocuted the man and followed me out of the room as the man howled in pain behind us. The electronic door slammed shut after we were out of the room and the man had died.

"We're all going to die and there's nothing that we can do about it." I said to my friend as we walked through the hallway towards the elevator.

"Why don't we just stay here? This is obviously a safe place since the player's here." Cress said to me as we reached the elevator. I pulled out the Streetcleaners finger from my pocket and entered the code, causing the elevator door to open.

"We can't stay here. They'll find us and they'll kill us eventually if we stay. We've done more than piss them off, we've become an actual threat." I said to my friend as we stepped into the elevator and we started travelling towards the first floor of the building.

"Are you saying that we weren't a threat before?" He asked me as we walked past a few Streetcleaners and people that we had killed earlier. I shrugged my shoulders.

"I guess we were supposed to be a threat before. Maybe they wanted to use us to scare people and make them feel justified in killing us and hunting us." I said to my friend as we reached the door leading outside. My friend stepped in front of me and held the door open for me.

"After you." My friend said, and I stepped through the doorway. My friend followed shortly afterwards.

"Has he noticed us yet?" Cress asked me, referring to my brother who appeared to be thrusting into the backside of a young girl. The girl's screams and my brother's thoughts indicated that he was anally penetrating her.

"No." I said to my friend, and before I could say anything else Cress had sent a bolt of electricity towards Puppet King. My brother shrieked in pain before he collapsed on the ground. The girl collapsed as well, whimpering on the ground as she did so while the small army of freaks gathered in front of the building stared at us. I chuckled slightly and my friend turned to look at me.

"What's so funny?" Cress asked, and I chuckled a little more.

"You're going to think it's really cheesy." I said, my friend put a hand on my shoulder and his thoughts indicated that he wanted me to tell him what had made me chuckle. I sighed and turned to face my friend.

"It's like you just read my mind.

When I was released into the world I was told by the President to distract the people of the world. He said that soon he would kill more people than I ever could. I didn't want to kill anyone. I spent the first month of my new life in a quiet town in Nevada near the facility where I had been released from.

When they found out that I wasn't killing anybody they decided to give me incentive to kill. They sent Streetcleaners to kill me, then they sent tanks and soldiers. Pretty soon the quiet little town resembled a warzone.

The President told the citizens of the world that he could do nothing to stop me, but I knew that he was lying. He sent me a care package and a thank you note every time that I killed somebody.

I had been living in Nevada for months. Every town and city in the state was abandoned and everybody that I had met was dead.

A few days ago Puppet King contacted me through a phone that the President had sent me in one of his care packages. I never met the freak, but everybody who I had met who had met him said that he was evil. It took him a few days before he managed to convince me to meet him at the facility where I had been healed.

Now I was at the facility and Puppet King was waiting for me along with a group of three teenage girls.

"I'm glad that you decided to show up." Puppet King said before he started walking away from the facility with the girls following him. I started following him as well.

"Why did you call me and ask me to come here?" I asked the freak as we walked. The oldest girl seemed to have a blank expression on her face, while the other two girls were staring at her with expressions on their faces that indicated that they were frightened.

"I found out how to contact you by talking to the President. He isn't aware that we talked because I wiped his memory after we spoke." Puppet King stopped walking for a moment and turned around to face me.

"I've never been able to remove memories before. After I died I found that there were a few things that I could do that I couldn't before. Which made me think about death and how it affects us freaks." Puppet King turned around and continued walking with me following behind him along with the group of girls.

"Do you want to know if I've gotten stronger after I died?" I asked him, and he shook his head.

"No, I want to know if she's gotten stronger and Patient Zero didn't realize that she had or would when he built his underground facility." Puppet King pointed at the oldest girl in the group.

"You can't know if she's gotten stronger, so I won't ask you. The question that I want to ask is…" Puppet King hesitated.

"The world is going to end in a few minutes, and it's going to be my fault. How do you deal with the knowledge that you've killed millions of people?" Puppet King asked, and I honestly couldn't think of a response.

"I don't know." I said to the freak who turned to face me a second time. I was surprised to see tears running down his face.

"I'm scared. I thought that I could control her. I thought that I could harness her power and control the sun. Then she got angry at me for killing her sister, then she went into a trance and I can't control her. I don't know why, and I'm scared." Puppet King collapsed on the ground in the desert and started sobbing.

"I don't want to die." Puppet King whimpered. "I want to curl up in my bed with my mommy and my blankie and my teddy bear. I want mommy to tell me that everything's going to be alright." Puppet King sobbed on the ground and I watched as the three girls attempted to comfort him as he cried.

"My mommy wasn't always mean. Some nights she would let me sleep with her outside of the cage. She let me sleep with Mister Bear and my special blankie. She would sing me a lullaby and I would fall asleep beside her after drinking a glass of warm milk." The freak sniffled.

"Mommy was mean, mommy messed me up badly. Mommy made me evil, but mommy also taught me that within even the darkest soul is a small amount of light. There's light in me, but now it's going to be gone." Puppet King whimpered and I started to choke back a sob watching him.

"My dad, my sister, my aunt and everyone I have ever loved is dead." I whispered and I couldn't tell if Puppet King heard me.

"If I die maybe I can see them again." I said to Puppet King who started to rock back and forth as he laid on the ground in a fetal position sucking his thumb.

"Professor didn't let me keep my blankie or my teddy." Puppet King sobbed

"He kissed me and said that he would make all of the pain go away. He said that the memories of my mommy would make me a bad person. He wouldn't let me keep anything from mommy's house. He killed mommy!" Puppet King shrieked the last part of his sentence and I covered my ears.

"He killed mommy!" Puppet King shrieked a second time. I looked up and I noticed that the sun was getting alarming close to our planet. I smiled and I spread my arms.

"I'll see you soon sister." I said as I closed my eyes and embraced the warmth of the sun. I would have said my sister's name, but I had forgotten it a few years ago.

Chapter 50

I guess these freaks weren't as bad as I thought they were. A few of them were mean, but I suppose all they needed was the magic of friendship to help them see that it was better to be a nice person than to be a mean person.

Martin killed a lot of freaks, and I couldn't seem to forgive him for it. Although Freud killed a lot more and I found that I was able to forgive him easily. Amy was nice, and Puppy was nice. I didn't want to be left alone with him because I was terrified at the thought of being used as a chew toy.

Tim held me tightly as we sat on the couch in front of the TV and watched Kit and Nihilist playing some sort of shooting game. Nihilist had given up on resurrecting Professor after the thirtieth time that Freud had killed him. I loved Professor dearly, but I suppose I couldn't blame Freud for killing him repeatedly. Something about this group of freaks seemed to bring out the worst in him.

Everything seemed peaceful, and I was honestly a little glad for the company. Tim didn't talk to very many people, and he rarely invited anyone over to play. The fact that a group of freaks entered his house uninvited and forced him to socialize with someone other than me was a very pleasant surprise.

My peace was disturbed when I heard the doorknob turn and I saw the door to Professor's house opening.

"Chris!" Puppy yelled happily as he immediately ran towards Professor's murderer and gave him a tight hug, which the boy promptly returned. I smiled at the two lovers and found myself struggling to stay mad at the murderous freak.

"I'm glad to see that I was missed." A second unfamiliar boy said as he stepped past the dark haired boy and walked into the house. Kit and Nihilist immediately stood up and walked towards the boy, while Martin and Freud grabbed the discarded controllers and started to play the video game that they had abandoned.

"It's very nice to see you brother." Nihilist said as he extended his hand and the mysterious boy shook it.

"Likewise. I can tell by your thoughts that you missed me, that you don't miss my brother and that you're wondering if I can listen to the plush pony's thoughts." The boy said to Nihilist before turning to face me.

"I can hear her thoughts. She doesn't know that my name is Jester because you haven't told her. But you did tell her about Cress and Puppet King. So I'm a little jealous." Nihilist's face flushed a little in embarrassment.

"We don't have much time though. We did a very stupid thing, and now we're all going to die in less than ten minutes." The dark-haired boy known as Cress said before he gave Puppy a light kiss on his forehead. I almost gave a fangirl-style squeal when I saw the display of affection, before I realized what he had told us.

"We're all going to die." I said, Cress nodded and Tim started to hold me tightly.

"They've killed you once before with this nuclear weapon, and we can't use Tucker to disarm it. I don't what they've done, but apparently they created this weapon to kill us the first time and they'll use it again." Jester said, and I started to whimper as a few tears started to fall down my face. I really didn't want to die.

"What do you mean by the first time?" Nihilist asked and Jester shrugged his shoulders.

"That's not important right now. The important thing is that we're all together, and we can spend what little time we have in the company of the people we love." Cress said with a grin before he gave Puppy a quick kiss on his lips, causing him to giggle in an almost feminine way.

"Also, Puppet King's dead." Jester said as he walked towards the couch and sat down. Kit and Nihilist followed shortly afterwards.

"I would be spending my last moment with Theresa if she hadn't broke her." Samantha pointed an accusatory finger at Amy, who had started to sob.

"And that is unfortunate, but I suppose some stories just don't have a happy ending." Freud said as he shot Martin's character in the head.

"On the positive side, has anyone ever seen a nuclear bomb detonate?" Jester asked and everyone shook their heads. Myself included.

"Then you might want to look out the window, because we're all about to die."

Author's Note:

I was told that it would be healthy to write this story. I was told that I could finally learn to accept what I've done and move on with my life. Then what will I do? I want Cyndy back, and I want the person who tried to hurt her to die. I want all of the people who even dared to attempt to love her as much as I do to die. It isn't fair that I'm in the same prison as the monster who tried to hurt her.

Freud knew that I loved her, he knew about the cameras that I hid in her bedroom. He taunted me with them, he always claimed that he would kill her while I was filming her so that I could watch her die. One day, after he killed his family, he went into Cyndys room and he hurt her. He hurt her badly and then he called the police. I went into her rom and found her lying on the bed, so much of her blood had stained the sheets. The police blamed me until I showed them the footage on my computer of Freud hurting her, and he was arrested. I wasn't allowed to be anywhere near her after that, and Cyndy was scared of me.

I didn't want her to be scared. I wanted to apologize to her, that's why I went to her house one night when I thought that she was asleep. I was going to leave a note on her dresser apologizing for what I had done.

I saw Felicia when I walked into her bedroom. Felicia was cuddling with her, and she had a smile on her face. Cyndy was sleeping, and she seemed so calm and happy within Felicia's embrace.

Felicia begged me to leave and I did, but I made her promise to give Cyndy the letter that I written for her when she awoke.

Chris and Peter seemed to taunt me with their happiness as a couple the next day at school. I didn't want them to be happy if I couldn't be happy with the person that I love. I didn't want anybody to be happy. All of the girls in my school, all of my friends, loved Cyndy as much as I did. Everyone, even her own sister, loved her. They all had to die.

So I used the Internet and within a few short minutes I had learned how to make a few explosives that I could use to eliminate everyone in the school. I took some guns from my Father's safe and I brought them to school, along with the explosives I had made after a stop at the hardware store.

I killed so many of my classmates that day. Within a few hours thousands, if not millions of people were aware of what I had done.

Cyndy and Felicia didn't die. I wanted them to. I made a special drink that would kill all of us. I made them both drink the mixture of chemicals from the bottle that I had brought to school. I was too cowardly to drink it myself I suppose, but I might have drank it if I had more time.

Cyndy and Felicia were taken to the hospital. Both of them died on their way to the facility, and I hated the fact that I was still alive while the love of my life was dead.

I suppose this story is somewhat autobiographical. Maybe I can sell this story once I get out of prison, I'm sure that people would buy it. People seem to worship killers like me in the same way that I worshipped my darling Cyndy.

-

"Can I get you something my dear? Perhaps you would enjoy a bag of chips, or some soda pop. Or maybe I could get you a bandage or two. I have some amusing bandages with kittens on them if you want." The girl whimpered as I spoke to her. She wasn't going to move out of the chair that she was currently sitting on, not with the duct tape on her arms anyway.

She was going to die alone and afraid, but I didn't feel sympathy for her. If she believed that she could flirt with the girl of my dreams and live then she was a fool that deserved to die.

"I want my mommy." The girl whimpered and I smiled at her. I wondered if she believed in the afterlife, I wondered if she believed that she would reunite with her mother someday in the afterlife once she was dead.

"I want you to stop flirting with Cyndy." I said to the girl as I stepped closer towards her. I was holding a knife in my hands that was already red with the poor girl's blood. Actually, I shouldn't call her a poor girl. Her family was wealthy enough to afford to hire Cyndy to babysit her, and the torture she was currently enduring was less than what she deserved. I guess I was being lenient with her punishment because of her young age. She was only six years old.

"I wasn't flirting, I was just playing a game." She tried to explain the many times in which she had kissed Cyndy while she was spending time with her alone in her parent's house. Cyndy should have been spending time with me, not some spoiled six-year-old girl.

"You said you wanted to have sex with her." I growled as I started rubbing the blade of the knife against the exposed skin near her stomach. The girl continued to whimper.

"I was singing a song that I heard on the radio." The girl sobbed, she seemed convinced that she had truly done nothing wrong and I was tempted to free her from the chair and end our little torture session.

However, just because she didn't believe that she had done anything wrong didn't mean that she was innocent. I had to make her understand the consequences of her actions. Which meant that she had to die.


End file.
